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preface 

'  Music  hath  Charms '  is  an  old  truism  with  which  we  have 
all  been  familiar,  even  from  our  childhood,  and  the  same 
proverb  may  also  be  used  with  reference  to  poetry  ;  indeed 
(to  use  a  figurative  term)  the  one  is  the  handmaid  of  the 
other.  Who  has  not  been  charmed  by  the  sweet  songs  and 
beautiful  stanzas  of  our  great  master  poets?  Aye,  and 
some  of  our  minor  poets  too,  especially  when  charged  with 
a  spell  which  ever  and  anon  lifts  us,  as  it  were,  out  of  our 
meagre  selves,  and  for  a  while  carries  the  soul  upward, 
onward,  and  heavenward,  far  away  from  the  rush,  toil,  and 
din  of  this  busy  working-day  world,  to  its  coveted  haven 
of  rest.  Many  and  various  are  the  methods  employed  by 
our  Creator  in  bringing  His  creatures  to  a  knowledge  of 
Himself,  and  His  will  concerning  the  children  of  men.  To 
this  end  poetry  has  its  allotted  work,  and  will  sometimes 
reach  the  heart  where  prose  will  fail.  Moreover,  we  are 
each  in  a  degree  our  brother's  keeper,  and  may  be  co- 
workers with  God,  in  whose  name  and  by  whose  injunction 
we  sow  beside  all  waters,  leaving  the  result  to  Him  who  is 
able  to  use  our  feeble  efforts  for  the  good  of  mankind,  and 
the  consummation  of  His  eternal  purpose,  through  Jesus 
Christ  our  Lord,  who  liveth  and  reigneth,  ever  world  with- 
out end.  Amen. 
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Jntrobuction 

In  publishing  this  little  work,  and  sending  it  forth  into  the 
wide  wide  world  on  its  sacred  mission,  I  feel  that  an 
apology  is  indispensable,  on  account  of  its  brevity.  Never- 
theless, this  need  not  retard  its  influence,  but  probably 
may  tend  rather  to  enhance  its  usefulness,  and  I  am  fully 
persuaded  that,  if  in  earnest,  my  reader  will  find,  by  happy 
experience,  that  it  contains  all  that  is  needful  to  serve  the 
purpose  for  which  it  is  intended.  Part  of  its  contents  have 
been  scattered  broadcast  in  leaflets,  far  and  wide,  o'er  land 
and  sea,  and  now,  by  the  repeated  wishes  of  many  friends, 
and  I  trust  pure  motive  on  my  own  part,  I  have  been  led  to 
produce  the  whole  in  book  form.  In  commending  Frag- 
ments OF  Time  to  your  careful  and  prayerful  perusal,  I 
am  bold  to  say,  without  hesitation,  that  it  matters  not 
whether  you  be  young  or  old,  rich  or  poor,  wise  or  other- 
wise, you  will  find  something  within  its  cover  which  is  of 
paramount  importance  to  you,  both  for  time  and  eternity. 
My  heart's  desire  is  that  it  may  prove  (by  the  Divine  bless- 
ing) to  be  a  guiding  star  to  many  a  lonely  traveller  over 
the  tempestuous  ocean  of  life ;  a  consolation  to  many  a 
weary  soul ;  and  to  you,  my  dear  friend,  a  stepping-stone 
to  the  Kingdom  of  Grace  on  earth,  and,  ultimately,  to  the 
Kingdom  of  Glory.  May  this  be  the  happy  issue,  your 
portion  and  mine,  is  the  prayer  of  your  servant, 

THE   AUTHOR. 
II 


Having  in  the  foregoing  remarks  given  to  my  readers  in 
general  all  that  I  consider  necessary  by  way  of  Introduc- 
tion, I  now  purpose  addressing  a  few  kindly  words  to 
my  critic,  without  which  I  feel  that  the  task  I  have  set 
myself  will  be  incomplete.  I  am  jealous  for  your  happi- 
ness, and  I  want  to  meet  you  in  heaven.  Allow  me, 
therefore,  to  ask  you  one  question — viz.  Have  you  found 
the  Pearl  of  Great  Price?  If  so,  then  all  is  well;  I 
rejoice  with  you.  But  if  not,  I  tell  you  (on  the  authority 
of  God's  written  Word)  with  all  the  tenderness  of  a  friend, 
and  the  affection  of  a  brother,  that  apart  from  this,  in  the 
end  of  Life,  all  else  will  be  counted  to  you  as  less  than 
nothing,  and  vanity.  God  has  called  you  into  being  that 
you  might  know,  love,  and  serve  Him.  To  Him  you  are 
indebted  for  every  breath  you  take,  and  for  every  beating 
pulse.  His  claim  upon  you  is  threefold:  by  right  of 
creation  you  belong  to  Him ;  by  right  of  preservation  you 
belong  to  Him ;  so  also,  by  right  of  redemption  He  now 
comes  in  the  still  small  voice,  and  by  the  grace  of  His 
Holy  Spirit  seeks  to  make  you  His  own  by  adoption. 

All  the  day  long  for  your  heart  He  is  pleading ; 

Eager  to  enter,  He  knocks  at  the  door. 
Soon  for  your  peace  He  will  cease  interceding — 

How  wilt  thou  meet  Him  when  Time  is  no  more  ? 
13 
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God,  in  His  infinite  mercy,  having  done  His  part  to 
secure  your  eternal  salvation,  the  responsibility  now  rests 
with  you.  Your  part  and  duty  is  simply  to  comply  with 
His  conditions,  and  these  you  may  easily  find  out  for 
yourself,  if  you  will.  He  will  not  force  you,  but  calls  upon 
you  now  to  make  your  own  choice.  You  have  nothing 
to  lose,  but  all  to  gain,  for  Godliness  is  profitable  unto 
all  things,  having  the  promise  of  the  life  that  now  is 
and  of  that  which  is  to  come.  How  long  halt  ye  then 
between  two  opinions  ?  If  the  Lord  be  God,  follow  Him. 
Acquaint  now  thyself  with  Him  and  be  at  peace ;  thereby 
good  will  come  unto  thee.  He  will  not  always  chide, 
neither  will  He  keep  His  anger  for  ever. 

Life  is  uncertain — in  such  an  hour  as  ye  think  not,  the 
summons  may  come.  Death  at  any  moment  may  place 
his  icy  finger  upon  your  brow,  and  if  you  are  not  ready, 
it  will  then  be  too  late.  Probation  will  cease;  you  will 
sleep  only  to  awake  in  Eternity,  crying  out  in  woful 
despair,  'The  harvest  is  past,  the  summer  is  ended,  and 
I  am  not  saved.'  Lest  this  should  be  your  terrible  doom, 
ponder  the  path  of  thy  feet,  give  not  sleep  to  thine  eyes, 
nor  slumber  to  thine  eyelids ;  set  thine  house  in  order 
and  prepare  to  meet  thy  God,  of  whom  it  is  written,  '  Be- 
hold He  Cometh  with  clouds,  and  every  eye  shall  see  Him.' 
Will  you  meet  Him  with  joy,  as  the  fairest  among  ten 
thousand,  and  the  altogether  Lovely,  and  welcome  Him 
as  your  friend  and  deliverer,  or  will  you  reject  His  mercy, 
virtually  trample  under  foot  His  precious  blood,  and  be 
found  at  last  among  those  who  call  (but  in  vain),  '  Moun- 
tains and  rocks  fall  on  us,  and  hide  us  from  the  face  of 
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Him  that  sitteth  on  the  throne,  and  from  the  wrath  of  the 
Lamb '  ?  For  the  great  day  of  their  wrath  is  come,  and 
who  is  able  to  stand  ? 

He  stoops  to  this  poor  fallen  humanity  of  ours,  with 
these  gentle  words  of  parental  affection,  '  My  son.  My 
daughter,  give  Me  thine  heart.'  Can  you  still  resist  His 
wondrous  love  ?  Hearken  now  to  His  divine  exhortation. 
Hear  and  your  soul  shall  live.  Come  now,  and  let  us 
reason  together,  saith  the  Lord.  I,  even  I,  am  He  that 
blotteth  out  thy  transgressions  for  Mine  own  sake,  and 
will  not  remember  thy  sins.  Put  Me  in  remembrance. 
Let  us  plead  together,  declare  thou  that  thou  mayest 
be  justified.  Let  the  wicked  forsake  his  way,  and  the 
unrighteous  man  his  thoughts,  and  let  him  return  unto 
the  Lord,  and  He  will  have  mercy  upon  him,  and  to 
our  God,  for  He  will  abundantly  pardon. 

What  though  your  sins  you  behold  as  a  mountain, 

Lay  down  the  armour  of  Satan  to-day. 
Plunge,  like  the  penitent  thief,  in  the  fountain  ; 

Vile  as  you  are.  He  will  wash  them  away. 

God  has  given  you  a  talent.  It  may  or  it  may  not  be 
that  of  a  poet,  but  the  day  is  coming  when  you  will  have 
to  give  account  as  to  how  you  have  used  or  abused  His 
precious  gifts,  be  they  great  or  small,  for  unto  whomsoever 
much  is  given,  of  him  shall  be  much  required.  God  has 
a  work  for  you  to  do,  that  if  left  undone,  as  far  as  you 
are  concerned,  will  be  undone  for  ever.  It  is  His  will  that 
you  should  be  a  burning  and  shining  light  in  the  sphere 
in  which  His  providence  has  placed  you,  and  you  may 
be  the  happy  instrument  in  His  hands  of  leading  others 
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to  the  Saviour,  who  will  rise  up  at  the  last  great  day 
to  call  you  Blessed ;  the  glorious  trophies  of  redeeming 
grace,  destined  to  live  on  through  the  countless  ages  of 
Eternity,  to  swell  the  mighty  chorus  of  the  angels  in 
glory,  and  add  lustre  and  beauty  to  the  immortal  laurels 
that  shall  adorn  your  never-fading  crown.  For  he  that 
winneth  souls  is  wise,  and  they  that  be  wise  shall  shine 
as  the  brightness  of  the  firmament,  and  they  that  turn 
many  to  righteousness  as  the  stars  for  ever  and  ever. 
And  the  redeemed  shall  walk  there;  they  shall  hunger 
no  more,  neither  thirst  any  more,  neither  shall  the  sun 
smite  upon  them,  nor  any  heat,  for  the  Lamb  which  is 
in  the  midst  of  the  throne  shall  be  their  Shepherd,  and 
shall  guide  them  unto  fountains  of  waters  of  life.  And 
God  shall  wipe  away  every  tear  from  their  eyes,  and  sorrow 
and  sighing  shall  flee  away.  Will  it  not,  therefore,  be 
wisdom  on  your  part  at  once,  while  you  have  time  and 
opportunity,  to  seek  the  things  which  belong  unto  your 
peace,  and  make  a  full  surrender  of  body,  soul,  and  spirit, 
to  God  as  your  reasonable  service,  and  will  it  not  be  the 
height  of  folly  to  delay? 

But  Prudence  tells  me  that  1  must  now  leave  you  to 
draw  your  own  inference,  and  hasten  on  to  a  close. 
Lastly,  having  secured  the  one  thing  needful,  hold  it  fast, 
and  if  sinners  entice  thee  consent  thou  not.  In  conclusion, 
get  to  know  what  your  talent  is,  or,  in  other  words,  en- 
deavour to  find  out  in  what  department  of  Christian 
work  you  can  serve  the  Master  best.  Then  let  the 
motto  of  your  life  be,  '  This  one  thing  I  do  ' ;  and,  what- 
soever thy  hand  findeth  to  do,  do  it  with  thy  might,  for 
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there  is  no  work,  nor  device,  nor  knowledge  in  the  grave 
whither  thou  goest. 

I  have  delivered  my  charge.  I  am  free  of  your  blood. 
I  call  heaven  and  earth  to  record  this  day,  that  herein 
I  have  set  before  you  Life  and  Death,  Good  and  Evil. 
Therefore  choose  Life;  and  when  the  toils  of  earth  are 
ended,  and  the  Lord  shall  call  upon  thee  to  render  an 
account  of  thy  stewardship,  He  will  pronounce  the  welcome 
words,  *  Well  done,  good  and  faithful  servant ;  thou  hast 
been  faithful  over  a  few  things,  I  will  make  thee  ruler 
over  many  things.     Enter  thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord.' 

Now  unto  Him  that  is  able  to  keep  you  from  falling, 
and  to  present  you  faultless  before  the  presence  of  His 
glory  with  exceeding  joy,  to  the  only  wise  God  our  Saviour, 
be  glory  and  majesty,  dominion  and  power,  both  now 
and  ever.     Amen. 

Faithfully  yours  in  the  Lord  Jesus, 
ALFRED  FENNELL. 


Levtonstonb, 
Essex. 


3mmortaIlti? 

Say,  what  is  life  !    O  fragile  man, 
With  threescore  years  and  ten,  a  span- 

At  best,  a  pleasant  dream ; 
Uncertain  every  step  I  tread. 
Among  the  living  and  the  dead — 

Life  is  a  solemn  theme. 

Incomprehensible  to  me ; 
To  finite  mind  a  mystery, 

Not  easy  to  explain ; 
An  Enigma,  I  must  confess. 
Too  hard  to  solve,  nor  dare  I  guess, 

A  Game  at  Loss  and  Gain. 

Anon  to  each  a  vale  of  tears — 
Mingled  with  joys — beset  with  fears — 

A  broken,  tangled  skein; 
Oh,  what  is  life,  if  this  is  all — 
If,  like  an  autumn  leaf,  I  fall. 

And  never  rise  again  ? 

With  all  its  blighted  hopes,  its  cares, 
Which  trip  me  often  unawares, 
19 
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Its  time  to  laugh  and  mourn ; 
Ah  !  what  is  Life  ?  though  sweet  to  me, 
Apart  from  Immortality, 

I  wish  I'd  ne'er  been  born. 


A  few  more  fleeting  moments  here, 
To  play  my  part,  and  disappear 

Behind  the  tragic  scene ; 
Oh,  tell  me  not  then  all  is  o'er, 
That  I  am  mortal,  nothing  more — 

A  waif  upon  the  stream. 

It  cannot  be  that  this  is  true, 
With  Life — Eternal  Life — in  view, 

And  Christ,  my  hope,  within ; 
That  God  created  me  in  vain. 
And  left  in  my  expanding  brain 

No  room  to  take  it  in. 

Repulsive  thought !  an  heir  of  bliss. 
With  all  these  noble  faculties. 

To  perish,  like  a  flower ! 
The  theory  is  too  mean  for  me ; 
Life  is  a  long  Eternity — 

God's  everlasting  dower. 

And  can  I  then  His  gift  refuse, 
Insult  my  God,  probation  use 

In  revelry  and  sin? 
Ah,  this  alas  !  I  dare  not  do  ! 
Its  golden  moments  are  too  few — 

I  live  a  Crown  to  win  ! 
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<S)be  to  tbe  Sabbatb 

Hail,  Glorious  Day !  thrice  welcomed  Guest, 

Brightest  of  all  the  seven ; 
The  type  of  an  eternal  rest; 

True  harbinger  of  heaven. 

The  thought  of  thee  produces  calm ; 

At  thy  return  we  find 
The  poor  man's  birthright — Nature's  balm 

To  heal  the  jaded  mind. 

Compared  with  thee  and  thy  repose, 

What  joy  of  earth  so  sweet  ? 
Without  thy  spell  to  soothe  our  woes, 

Creation  incomplete. 

O  blessM  Sabbath !  timely  prize ! 

Thy  bounty  who  can  tell? 
Who  dare  profane,  or  who  despise, 

God's  gift  unspeakable? 

To  part  from  thee,  both  man  and  beast 
Beneath  their  doom  would  sigh  ; 

And  half  the  universe,  at  least. 
Would  fade,  and  droop,  and  die. 

To  me  thou  art  a  precious  boon, 

A  covert  in  the  storm; 
Alas  !  thy  moments  fly  too  soon ! 

Sweet  Sabbath !  hast  thou  gone  ? 


22  Fragments  of  Time 

Fain  would  my  restless  spirit  stay, 
Entranced  with  joy  like  thisj 

Then,  labour  ended,  soar  away, 
To  heaven,  its  home  of  bliss. 

Farewell !  sweet  calm  for  toil  and  din ; 

Welcome,  Sabbatic  day! 
Where  shades  of  night  will  ne'er  break  in. 

To  steal  thy  joys  away. 


*3  want  to  leave  eometbtng  bebln^ ' 

I'm  travelling  life's  journey,  but  soon  it  will  end, 

Its  path  rough  and  rugged  I  find; 
Though  bound  for  bright  Canaan,  with  Jesus  my  friend, 

I  want  to  leave  something  behind. 

I  once  was  a  servant  of  Satan  and  sin, 

His  wages  I  long  since  declined ; 
I  came  to  the  Saviour,  His  love  took  me  in, 

Yet  I  want  to  leave  something  behind. 

My  sins  are  forgiven,  through  Jesus,  I  know, 

I'm  safe  on  His  bosom  reclined ; 
But  conscience  still  haunts  me,  as  homeward  I  go, 

If  I  do  not  leave  something  behind. 

I  live  in  a  world  full  of  darkness  and  sin. 

With  men  to  all  evil  inclined ; 
If  only  one  soul  for  my  Master  I  win, 

I'm  bound  to  leave  something  behind. 
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I  need  not  go  far  to  find  something  to  do, 

My  path  with  the  unsaved  is  lined; 
The  harvest  is  ripe,  but  the  labourers  are  few, 

I  should  like  to  leave  something  behind. 

How  many  I  meet  in  the  course  of  a  day, 

With  eyes — but,  alas  !  they  are  blind  ; 
No  marvel,  my  brother  in  Christ,  when  I  say 

That  I  want  to  leave  something  behind. 

I  want  to  be  zealous,  yet  patient,  like  Him, 

Who  never  was  harsh  or  unkind  ; 
To  walk  in  His  footprints,  and  hate  every  sin ; 

Then  I'm  sure  to  leave  something  behind. 

There's  many  in  glory  I'm  longing  to  meet. 

With  angels  and  spirits  refined. 
I  long  to  see  Jesus,  and  fall  at  His  feet. 

But  I  want  to  leave  something  behind. 

I  want  to  be  faithful  to  men  here  below  ; 

The  Cross  is  a  duty,  I  find ; 
To  speak  for  my  Master,  and  warn  them,  but  oh  ! 

I  must  try  to  leave  something  behind. 

The  music  in  heaven,  they  say,  will  be  sweet. 

But  one  thing  depresses  my  mind ; 
My  crown  will  be  starless,  life's  work  incomplete. 

If  I  do  not  leave  something  behind. 

I'll  stand  like  the  brave,  with  my  face  to  the  foe, 

And  dare  all  his  powers  combined ; 
My  Captain  cries  *  Forward  ! '  to  conquer  I  go. 

For  I  mean  to  leave  something  behind. 
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In  love  to  the  Saviour  who  suffered  for  thee, 

In  closing,  I  beg  to  remind, 
Through  life  'tis  your  duty  to  let  the  world  see 

That  you  Uve  to  leave  something  behind. 


^be  2)reamer'0  H^reaeure 

I  TRIED  the  world  for  pleasure, 
But  sought  it  all  in  vain; 

It  yielded  not  the  treasure ; 
Alas !  it  gave  me  pain. 

My  nest  with  down  I  loaded, 
Then  wandered  in  a  dream; 

My  vision  soon  exploded, 
Like  bubbles  on  the  stream. 

I  mused  on  life  as  something 
I  need  not  stay  to  tell ; 

But  if  you  are  a  dreamer. 
You  know  the  secret  well. 

When  youthful  days  were  dawning 
Bright  pictures  fancy  drew ; 

They  vanished  like  the  morning 
Clouds  and  the  early  dew. 

I  spent  my  time  in  gilding 

Life's  negative  so  fair. 
And  dreamt  of  all  but  building 

A  castle  in  the  air. 
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But,  when  I  woke  from  slumber, 

Experience  made  me  feel 
My  dreams  were  all  a  blunder, 

That  Life  was  something  real. 

I  felt  the  Spirit  wooing, 

I  heard  the  Saviour  say, 
'  Give  up  thy  dreams  and  doing, 

Repent,  believe,  and  pray.' 

Faith  saw  Him  bruised  and  bleeding 

On  Calvary's  cursed  tree; 
I  came,  His  merit  pleading ; 

He  fixed  His  eyes  on  me. 

My  sin  stood  like  a  mountain. 
While  Conscience  smote  within; 

I  plunged  in  Mercy's  fountain. 
And  Jesus  took  me  in. 

I  found  the  precious  treasure; 

A  robe  to  me  was  given ; 
And  now  I've  peace  and  pleasure. 

For  life,  for  death,  and  heaven. 


^be  Ibapp)?  IRevo  Bear 

A  Happy  New  Year  to  you,  Brother  ! 

The  topic  of  thousands  to-day, 
Who  meet  and  converse  with  each  other. 

The  compliment  mutual  to  pay. 
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As  time  rolls  away,  they  seek  pleasure 
In  things  that  are  base  and  alloyed ; 

They  dream — then  awake  at  their  leisure, 
To  find  but  an  aching  void. 

They  see  not  their  state  or  condition, 
Nor  ponder  the  path  as  they  go ; 

They  sport  on  the  verge  of  perdition, 
And  risk  an  eternal  woe. 

Men  boast  of  their  freedom  and  power, 
Of  Christians  as  simples,  or  knaves, 

And  dwindle  their  lives  by  the  hour: 
Then  who,  by  the  way,  are  the  slaves  ? 

My  subject  is  worth  contemplation; 

Experience  will  prove  what  I  say ; 
No  matter  your  lineage  or  station, 

You  want  to  be  happy; — You  may. 

The  fountain  of  mercy  is  open, 
Its  pleasures  are  lasting  and  free ; 

Its  cistern  can  never  be  broken — 
There's  happiness  flowing  for  thee. 

Then  drink  of  this  beautiful  river; 

Repentance  and  Faith  is  the  way; 
And  Christ  is  the  Author  and  Giver 

Of  Life  Everlasting  to-day. 

The  pleasure  of  sin  bringeth  sorrow; 

Oh,  choose  ye,  for  danger  is  near ; 
Your  doom  may  be  fixed  ere  the  morrow ; 

Then,  what  of  The  Happy  New  Year  ? 
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Z\)Z  Ibeavenl^  Store 

My  God  is  in  heaven,  who  loved  me  so  well, 
He  gave  His  dear  Son  to  redeem  me  from  hell ; 
My  Saviour's  in  heaven,  who  rose  from  the  grave. 
With  God  interceding,  that  me  He  might  save. 

My  friends  are  in  heaven,  and  many  I  love. 

Who   sought  and   found   pardon,   through    faith    in    His 

blood ; 
My  home  is  in  heaven — probation  is  here ; 
I'm  trusting  in  Jesus,  who  bids  me  good  cheer. 

My  house  is  in  heaven,  but  not  made  with  hands, 
And  firm  as  the  rock,  with  foundation  it  stands ; 
My  treasure's  in  heaven,  laid  up  in  the  skies; 
'Twas  purchased  for  me,  without  money  or  price. 

My  hope  is  in  heaven,  my  trials  are  here ; 
But  while  I  am  faithful  I've  nothing  to  fear; 
My  robe  is  in  heaven,  my  mansion  above, 
My  Saviour  prepared  it  in  mercy  and  love. 

My  rest  is  in  heaven,  from  toil,  pain,  and  care ; 
With  joy  I  am  longing  that  sweet  rest  to  share ; 
My  palm  is  in  heaven — my  joy  and  my  all — 
I'm  coming  to  wave  it  at  Jesus's  call. 

My  harp  is  in  heaven,  where  music  abounds, 
To  tune  it  I  long,  with  melodious  sounds; 
My  crown  is  in  heaven,  and  waiting  for  me; 
I'm  coming  to  wear  it,  and  shout  '  Victory  ! ' 
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tCbe  Cbilt)'0  ipetitton 

Son  of  God,  my  Saviour,  hear  me, 

While  I  kneel  and  pray; 
Sin  has  made  me  sad  and  weary; 

Tell  me  what  to  say. 
I  am  poor,  and  weak,  and  needy. 

Helpless  and  defiled; 
Like  a  tender  Shepherd  lead  me, 

Though  a  little  child. 

Didst  Thou  come,  a  little  stranger, 

In  a  manger  lay? 
Die  to  rescue  me  from  danger, 

Wrapped  in  mortal  clay? 
I  have  often  heard  the  story, 

Now,  by  faith,  I  see 
Christ,  the  Lord  of  life  and  glory, 

Shed  His  blood  for  me. 

While  I  come,  my  sins  confessing, 

Hear  my  solemn  vow; 
Breathe  on  me  an  evening  blessing; 

Save  me,  Jesus,  now. 
All  I  covet  is  Thy  favour ; 

Answer  this,  my  plea; 
Tell  me,  O  Thou  precious  Saviour, 

Why  this  love  to  me  ? 

Keep  me.  Lord,  through  all  temptation, 

Lest  I  go  astray; 
Visit  me  with  Thy  salvation ; 

Wash  my  sins  away. 


The  Child's  Petition  29 

Leave  me  not,  forsake  me  never; 

Saviour,  hold  my  hand ; 
Lead  me  safe,  beyond  the  river. 

To  the  Promised  Land. 

Teacher  said,  'There's  room  in  heaven,' 

Where  I  long  to  be; 
When  my  sins  are  all  forgiven. 

Save  a  place  for  me. 
Though  I'm  poor,  and  weak,  and  needy, 

Sinful  and  defiled, 
Like  a  tender  Shepherd,  lead  me ; 

Save  a  little  child. 


Ibope  amib  tbe  Conflict 

Courage,  bold  warriors  !  keep  to  the  right ; 
Cleave  to  the  Saviour,  and  trust  in  His  might; 
Lift  up  the  standard ;  your  colours  display ; 
Quit  ye,  like  soldiers,  in  battle  array. 

Dauntless,  ye  timid  ones,  face  the  proud  foe; 
Jesus  is  calling  you ;  duty  says,  '  Go  ! ' 
Stand  in  the  forefront,  and  fight  against  Sin; 
Scatter  the  foemen,  without  and  within. 

Onward,  ye  halting  ones !   march  like  the  brave ; 
Christ  is  your  Captain,  and  mighty  to  save. 
Heed  not  the  tempter,  though  strong  are  his  powers ; 
Make  no  surrender — the  Victory's  ours. 
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Give  o'er  thy  wanderings,  unstable  soul; 
Keep  the  eye  steadily  fixed  on  the  goal ; 
Know  thy  besetments — avoid  them  with  care, 
Wielding  your  weapons,  and  watching  to  prayer. 

Gird  on  the  armour,  and  force  your  way  through; 
Christ,  and  your  calling,  with  patience  pursue ; 
Follow  your  Leader,  who  beckons,  then  cry, 
'  Forward,  my  comrades,  to  conquer,  or  die ! ' 

Comfort,  ye  mourning  ones ;  nursing  your  grief 
Soothes  not  your  sorrow,  nor  brings  you  relief; 
Cling  to  the  Promises,  never  despair; 
Bend  to  the  Cross,  if  the  Crown  you  would  wear. 

Life  may  be  rugged,  its  windings  be  drear ; 
Satan  may  harass  with  doubt  and  with  fear ; 
Sickness  with  sorrow  thy  bosom  may  swell ; 
Yet  there  is  mercy,  and  all  may  be  well. 

Hopes  may  be  blighted  like  flowers  in  the  bloom ; 
Friends  may  be  sleeping  enshrined  in  the  tomb ; 
In  the  dark  chamber  some  weary  one  bowed ; 
Yet,  'mid  the  gloom,  there's  a  bow  in  the  cloud. 

Fear  not  the  conflict,  it  will  not  be  long, 
Soon  we  shall  join  in  the  conqueror's  song; 
Judge  not  Jehovah,  nor  murmuring  stay ; 
Life  is  probation,  and  passing  away. 
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I  CAME  one  day  to  Jesus, 
For  sin  had  stained  my  soul ; 

And  in  His  blood  He  washed  me ; 
By  faith  He  made  me  whole. 

I'm  happy  now  in  Jesus, 

And  singing  every  day  ; 
He  lifted  off  my  burden. 

And  then  it  rolled  away. 

What  can  I  do  for  Jesus, 
Who  did  so  much  for  me  ? 

He  left  His  throne  in  glory. 
From  sin  to  set  me  free. 

I  may  not  preach  for  Jesus ; 

But  1  can  watch  and  pray, 
And  speak  a  word  in  season, 

AVhile  passing  on  my  way. 

What  can  I  do  for  Jesus  ? 

A  little  every  day; 
For  Jesus  took  my  burden, 

And  rolled  it  all  away. 

At  times  I  find  it  easy 

My  conscience  to  obey ; 
But  oft  my  weaker  nature 

Strives  hard  to  lead  the  way. 
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Anon  there  comes  a  conflict — 

A  battle-cry  within  ; 
And  this  is  how  I  conquer, 

And  fight  the  Giant  Sin  : 

I  lift  my  heart  to  Jesus, 

And  silently  I  pray ; 
Then  Jesus  takes  my  burden, 

And  rolls  it  all  away. 

My  strength  is  all  in  Jesus, 
And  by  His  grace  I'll  stand ; 

And  fight  till  death  for  victory. 
With  sword  and  shield  in  hand. 

My  soul  is  full  of  Jesus ; 

I  love  Him  all  the  day ; 
For  Jesus  took  my  burden, 

And  rolled  it  all  away. 


Conaolatton 

What  a  world  of  grief  and  sorrow, 
Pain  and  sickness,  toil  and  care! 

But  there  comes  a  bright  to-morrow. 
If  we  seek  the  Lord  by  prayer. 

Life  is  like  the  troubled  ocean, 
Tossed  with  tempest  to  and  fro ; 

Travelling  on,  in  one  commotion, 
To  its  end,  of  peace — or  woe. 
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Oh,  how  sweet  the  consolation, 

'Mid  the  bustle,  noise,  and  din, 
Jesus  offers  His  salvation, 

Though  the  world  is  marred  by  sin. 

If  you  dare  refuse  His  guerdon — 
Rich  or  poor,  though  young  or  old — 

Life  will  prove  a  heavy  burden, 
Out  of  Christ — and  in  the  cold. 

Hear  ye  not  His  gentle  whisper. 
When  the  heart  is  sore  oppressed? 

Anxious  brother,  careworn  sister, 
Hearken!  Earth  is  not  thy  rest. 

Raise  the  head,  and  climb  the  mountain, 

In  the  vale  no  longer  stay. 
Sad  and  gloomy,  ever  doubting. 

Frittering  all  life's  joys  away. 

Jesus  knows  when  thou  art  weary. 
Counts  thy  tears  and  hears  the  sigh; 

With  His  promise  waits  to  cheer  thee ; 
Rest  is  coming,  by  and  by. 

O  my  soul,  then  cease  thy  mourning, 

In  this  tenement  of  clay ; 
Labour  on — His  will  adorning — 

Till  He  beckons  thee  away. 

Trust  Him  when  the  light  is  shining ; 

When  with  age  the  eyes  grow  dim, 
Down  the  hill  of  life  declining, 

Christ  will  bear  you — lean  on  Him. 
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He  hath  sworn,  and  will  deliver, 
When  at  death's  cold  brink  you  stand, 

While  you  tread  the  silent  river, 
To  the  bright  and  better  land. 


IDictor^ 

PART  I 

What  means  this  multitude  in  white. 
With  crowns  upon  their  head ; 

Who  walk  amid  the  angels  bright. 
Where  tears  are  never  shed? 

Upon  each  brow  the  Saviour's  mark — 
On  earth  He  placed  it  there ; 

In  heaven  they  sing  His  praises.  Hark ! 
Sweet  music,  Oh,  how  fair ! 

Before  the  mercy-seat  they  bow. 

His  face  unveiled  they  see ; 
In  life  they  honoured  Him,  and  now 

Their  theme  is  Victory  ! 

Ten  thousand  times  ten  thousand  stand; 

*  Worthy  the  Lamb,'  they  sing ; 
Prophets  and  martyrs  join  the  band, 

And  worship  Christ,  their  King. 

PART  II 

Oh,  tell  me  not  of  earthly  joys, 

At  best  they  are  but  few; 
They  charm  awhile — like  painted  toys — 

Then  vanish  from  my  view. 
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Ah  me !  a  mortal  man,  so  frail, 

I  tremble  lest  that  I 
Should  falter  when  I  reach  the  vale, 

Or  stumble  ere  I  die. 

But  Jesus  will  supply  my  need, 

If  on  His  word  I  stay ; 
He  will  my  timid  spirit  lead, 

And  drive  my  fears  away. 

Oh,  death,  to  me  a  solemn  thought; 

More  solemn  life  to  live ; 
We  fail  to  spend  it  as  we  ought  \ 

In  death  our  life  we  grieve. 

A  voice  of  mercy  tells  me  still, 

The  past  may  be  forgiven  j 
That  I  may  triumph  if  I  will. 

And  share  the  joys  of  heaven. 

My  heart  is  fixed,  resolved  I  am 

A  starry  crown  to  win ; 
To  DO  and  dare,  in  Jesu's  name, 

To  conquer  self  and  sin. 

Bright  hopes  allure  me,  day  by  day. 

Beyond  this  world  of  care ; 
Oh,  when  I  quit  this  feeble  clay, 

My  God,  may  I  be  there ! 


36  Fragments  of  Time 


tTbe  iPrai^er  of  tbe  1Ree^1? 

Author  of  pardoning  grace ; 
The  Life,  the  Truth,  the  Way ; 
My  great  High-priest,  my  hiding-place  ; 
Oh,  teach  me  how  to  pray. 

I  need  Thee,  yes,  I  do, 
Yet  wander  far  and  wide ; 
Jesus,  create  my  heart  anew, 
And  keep  me  near  Thy  side. 

My  waywardness  forgive. 
This  yearning  satisfy ; 
Without  Thy  love  I  cannot  live, 
Nor  am  I  fit  to  die. 

My  guide  and  succour  be. 
Through  life's  uneven  way ; 
Oh,  may  I  aim  at  pleasing  Thee, 
In  all  I  do  or  say. 

My  passions,  Lord,  control ; 
Show  me  each  hidden  snare ; 
Turn  out  this  rebel  in  my  soul, 
And  reign  triumphant  there. 

Thou  knowest  all  I  need, 
Each  moment,  every  day; 
My  soul  on  heavenly  manna  feed 
And  wash  each  stain  away. 
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Why  should  I  fear  the  foe, 
Whate'er  his  strength  may  be, 
While  I  the  happy  secret  know 
Of  living  close  to  Thee  ? 

When  in  the  surging  deep, 
With  silent  step  I  tread, 
Around  my  soul  a  vigil  keep, 
And  soothe  my  weary  head. 

Be  Thou  at  my  right  hand, 
Support  and  comfort  me ; 
Oh,  may  no  gloomy  shadow  stand 
Between  my  faith  and  Thee. 

Remove  the  fear  of  death, 
Let  life  be  short  or  long ; 
I'll  sing  with  my  expiring  breath. 
And  Christ  shall  be  my  song. 


tTbe  IDotce  of  Conecience 

Thy  Conscience  is  a  Preacher, 
His  voice  is  known  within ; 

A  constant,  faithful  teacher, 
God's  witnesser  of  sin. 

He  woos  thee  like  a  brother ; 

He  warns  when  sin  is  near ; 
Then,  oh,  disdain  to  smother 

Thy  Conscience — keep  it  clear. 
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Thy  Conscience  is  Immortal! 

He  lives — but  cannot  diej 
And  from  a  guilty  Conscience, 

Ah  !  whither  canst  thou  fly  ? 

When  Conscience  speaks  take  warning ; 

Be  careful  how  you  hear ; 
Be  faithful  to  thy  Conscience, 

And  strive  to  keep  it  clear. 

Avoid  a  guilty  Conscience ; 

Of  secret  sin  beware ; 
There  comes  a  Day  of  Judgement, 

And  Conscience  will  be  there. 

Shall  Memory's  book  be  opened, 
Thy  Conscience  be  unfurled. 

And  all  thy  sins  confront  thee 
Before  a  gazing  world? 

Hast  thou  a  guilty  Conscience? 

Thy  load  to  Calvary  bring ; 
The  precious  blood  of  Jesus 

Can  heal  the  venom  sting. 

Let  Conscience  take  the  rudder; 

God's  Pilot—  let  him  steer  ; 
God's  Book — thy  chart  while  sailing — 

Will  keep  the  rudder  clear. 

With  Faith's  strong  shield  and  banner; 

Hope — anchor  to  the  soul — 
And  Christ  aboard  the  vessel. 

Sail  on,  you'll  reach  the  goal. 
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^be  Man^erer'0  iReturn 

A  PILGRIM  I  am,  to  that  beautiful  land, 
Where  the  faithful  in  glory  are  blest ; 

And,  free  from  all  care,  how  I  long  to  be  there; 
I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  longing  for  rest. 

I  wandered  in  sin,  but  the  Lord  took  me  in. 
And  He  showed  me  myself  as  I  stood; 

I  wept,  I  believed,  and  a  pardon  received. 
When  He  washed  me,  by  faith  in  His  blood. 

To  trust  Him  I  dare,  for  His  armour  I  wear, 
In  the  battle,  so  fierce  with  the  foe ; 

While  Jesus  is  nigh,  Satan's  power  I  defy, 
And  to  conquer,  with  Jesus,  I  go. 

I'm  weary  of  sin,  I  shall  soon  enter  in 
Where  the  tear  on  my  cheek  will  be  dry ; 

My  trials  are  o'er,  when  I  land  on  the  shore 
Of  that  beautiful  city  on  high. 

In  conflict  and  pain  I  the  victory  must  gain, 
O'er  temptations,  without  and  within ; 

I'll  fight  to  the  death  while  He  lendeth  me  breath, 
And,  if  faithful,  a  crown  I  shall  win. 

How  long  oft  I  cry,  and  impatient  I  sigh. 

For  His  chariot  to  bear  me  away ; 
I'm  nearing  the  shore,  but  I  long  to  adore, 

With  the  angels,  in  glorious  array. 
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Old  comrades  I  see,  who  are  watching  for  me, 
With  the  loved  ones  who  passed  on  before  ; 

And  Jesus  is  near,  in  the  valley  to  cheer, 
While  I  cross  to  that  beautiful  shore. 

He  laid  by  His  glory,  unsaved  one,  for  thee; 

In  thy  sin  He  hath  wrapt  Him  and  died ; 
He  purchased  thy  pardon  on  Calvary's  tree ; 

*  It  is  finished  !     Forgive  him  I '  He  cried. 


Conaecration 

O  God  of  Love,  how  good  Thou  art ! 
Accept  my  poor,  unworthy  heart ; 

I  yield  it  now  to  Thee. 
Convinced  of  sin,  for  help  I  cry, 
Thy  mercy  cannot  pass  me  by, 

Since  Jesus  died  for  me. 

No  merit  of  my  own  I  bring, 
To  Thee  alone  by  faith  I  cling, 

Nor  will  I  let  Thee  go 
Till  Thou  Thy  precious  blood  apply, 
And  all  my  nature  purify, 

And  wash  me  white  as  snow. 

Thou,  only  Thou,  can'st  make  me  whole, 
And  fill  my  trembling,  guilty  soul 

With  peace,  and  love  divine. 
O  Jesus,  now  Thyself  reveal, 
And  stamp  me  with  Thy  Spirit's  seal, 

And  tell  me  I  am  Thine. 


Consecration  4 1 

My  life,  my  soul,  and  all  my  powers, 
My  goods,  with  all  my  happy  hours, 

I  consecrate  to  Thee, 
Thine  only  let  me  live  and  die, 
My  Saviour's  name  to  glorify. 

Who  came  to  rescue  me. 

Without  Thy  love  I  cannot  rest; 
Oh,  take  possession  of  my  breast. 

And  make  me  pure  within. 
When  Satan  tempts  me,  Lord,  be  nigh, 
And  all  his  fiery  darts  defy. 

And  keep  me  free  from  sin. 

Long  as  Thy  mercy  lends  me  breath. 
And  till  I  sleep  the  sleep  of  death, 

This  heart  shall  beat  for  Thee  ; 
And  when  I've  crossed  the  narrow  stream, 
Thy  love  shall  be  my  constant  theme 

Through  all  eternity. 


^be  Cbrt0tlan'0  IReet 

Christian,  art  thou  sad  and  weary? 

Burdened  with  an  aching  breast ; 
In  the  vale,  with  none  to  cheer  thee, 

Sighing  for  thy  long-sought  rest. 

Drooping  on  a  thorny  pillow, 

In  affliction  sorely  tried  ; 
Hangs  thy  harp  upon  the  willow,    . 

Out  of  tune — or  laid  aside. 
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Weak  and  worn,  through  tribulation, 
While  the  lamp  of  faith  burns  dim, 

Cleave  to  Christ,  and  His  salvation  \ 
Cast  thy  burden  all  on  Him. 

Though  the  conflict  fiercely  rages, 
And  by  Satan's  wiles  oppressed, 

Cling  to  Christ,  the  Rock  of  Ages, 
Till  He  calls  thee  home  to  rest. 

Hear  His  royal  proclamation  ! 

Claim  it,  as  the  Christian's  plea, 
Written  for  your  consolation — 

'  As  thy  day  thy  strength  shall  be.' 

Angels  soon  will  round  thee  rally, 
Sweetly  waft  thy  soul  to  rest. 

Gently  lead  thee  through  the  valley. 
To  thy  dear  Redeemer's  breast. 

We  shall  land  beyond  the  river. 
Lay  our  heavy  burden  down ; 

Rest  in  Him,  and  then  for  ever 
Drop  the  Cross,  and  wear  the  Crown. 

We  shall  see  and  know  each  other, 
In  the  mansions  of  the  blest; 

Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troubling, 
And  the  weary  are  at  rest 

No  sad  watchings  o'er  the  dying — 
Death  can  never  enter  there — 

None,  with  aching  hearts,  are  sighing 
O'er  the  vacant  cot  or  chair. 
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Courage,  Christian,  toil  for  Jesus, 

Souls  from  Satan  must  be  won ; 
From  the  strife  He  will  release  us, 

When  our  share  of  work  is  done. 

Then  we'll  cross  the  peaceful  river. 

Gaze  upon  the  Great  I  AM ; 
Bid  farewell  to  cares  for  ever : 

Hallelujah  to  the  Lamb  ! 


H  Call  to  BacFl6U^er0 

Come  back,  and  seek  thy  Saviour, 
Thy  Saviour's  love  behold  ! 

Why  hast  thou  lost  His  favour. 
And  wandered  from  His  fold? 

Though  all  thy  vows  are  broken 
Through  some  besetting  sin. 

His  loving  arms  are  open 
To  take  the  wanderer  in. 

Come  back  !  He  still  is  waiting, 
And  longs  for  thy  return ; 

Oh,  why  didst  thou  forsake  Him 
For  sin,  from  Jesus  turn? 

He  filled  thy  soul  with  gladness. 
And  cheered  thee  all  the  day  ; 

Now  thou  art  full  of  sadness — 
Thy  joy  has  passed  away. 
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Come  back,  with  all  thy  sorrow, 
Thy  peace  He  will  restore  ; 

Why  tarry  till  the  morrow, 
And  grieve  the  Spirit  more  ? 

Come  back  !  the  door  is  open. 
Once  more  you  may  pass  in; 

Out  in  the  dreary  desert. 
Why  starve  thy  soul  with  sin? 

Oh,  come,  the  time  is  flying; 

Break  through  the  evil  snare; 
The  wooing  Spirit  whispers, 

*To  meet  thy  God,  prepare.' 

How  wilt  thou  fare  when  dying  ? 

Shall  angels  cry,  '  Make  room  ! ' 
Or  evil  spirits  linger 

To  drag  thee  to  thy  doom  ? 

Come  back,  thy  fall  lamenting  ; 

Renew  the  broken  vow; 
A  prodigal,  repenting ; 

And  Christ  will  save  thee  now. 

He  offers  thee  salvation  ; 

Wilt  thou  procrastinate, 
And  parley  with  temptation 

Until  He  cries,  '  Too  late  ! 

'Thy  lamp,  once  bright,  now  darkened; 

Thy  talent,  all  abused. 
I  called :  ye  have  not  hearkened. 

I  called  :  but  ye  refused '  ? 
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Turn  back,  He  comes  to  meet  thee, 

Thy  conscience  bids  thee  turn ; 
A  Father's  love  will  greet  thee ; 

O  prodigal,  return. 


Cbrl0t  anb  the  nDerQ»»6eat 

Alone  with  Jesus !  oh,  how  sweet 
To  bow  before  the  Mercy-seat; 
To  lose  myself,  and  every  care. 
Beneath  the  Cross,  in  secret  prayer. 

0  blessed  Jesus !     Yes,  'twas  He 
Who  met  me  in  my  misery ; 

Who  whispered  Peace,  within,  one  day ! 
And  now  He  woos  my  heart  away. 

Alone  with  Him,  I  find  relief; 

A  comforter  in  every  grief; 

A  cup  of  joy  for  every  woe, 

Which  only  those  who  taste  can  know. 

When  faint  and  weary,  sick  or  sad, 

1  wrestle  till  He  makes  me  glad; 
I  lean  my  head  upon  His  breast; 
He  tells  me  this  is  not  my  rest. 

Alone,  with  none  but  Jesus  near; 
No  spot  on  earth  to  me  so  dear. 

0  sacred  Place !  O  calm  retreat ! 

1  find  Thee  at  the  Mercy-seat. 
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Should  evil  thoughts  arise  within, 
Or  passion  strong  allure  to  sin ; 
Alone  with  Jesus,  I  repair, 
And  breathe  a  purer  atmosphere. 

Alone !  Yet  not  alone  with  Thee, 
I  muse  on  heaven,  and  victory; 
With  Thee  I  vanquish  every  foe, 
And  learn  the  art  of  saying  *No.' 

Though  stormy  billows  round  me  roll, 
And  threaten  oft  to  wreck  my  soul ; 
I  hear  His  voice,  and  oh,  how  sweet 
To  shelter  at  the  Mercy-seat ! 

My  debt  is  paid ;  I  do  believe ; 
His  covenant  I  now  receive; 
On  Christ,  my  rock,  I  venture  all ; 
And,  with  His  kingdom,  stand  or  fall. 


^be  riDaster'jB!  Call 

*  Go,  work  in  My  vineyard  ! '  Christ  bids  you  to-day ; 
'Why  stand  ye  here  idle?'     Go,  work  while  you  may; 
Tell  not  of  unfitness ;  find  something  to  do ; 
'  The  harvest  is  plenteous  :  the  labourers  are  few.' 

The  world  is  the  vineyard;  God's  Word  is  the  seed; 
Go,  scatter  it  broadcast,  in  faith  and  with  speed. 
Souls  ransomed  are  falling;  blindfolded  they  go; 
The  Master  is  calling!  Go,  save  them  from  woe. 
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'  Go,  work  in  My  vineyard  ! '  life's  mission  fulfil ; 
While  Satan  is  busy,  why  should  you  be  still? 
Hearts  aching  with  sorrow,  for  sympathy  wait ; 
Why  stay  till  to-morrow?     It  may  be  too  late. 

See  yonder  backslider,  who  fell  in  the  fight ; 
You  may  be  a  guider — go,  show  him  your  light. 
At  leisure  be  doing :  one  star  you  may  win ; 
One  life  you  may  rescue  from  Satan  and  sin. 

'  Go,  work  in  My  vineyard  ! '  preach  Christ  to  the  poor ; 
To  cover  the  naked,  give  out  of  your  store. 
Go,  lift  up  the  fallen ;  with  erring  ones  plead ; 
Go,  comfort  the  widow,  the  fatherless  feed. 

Go,  kneel  by  the  dying  who  droop  at  your  side ; 
Say,  *Yes,  there  is  mercy,  for  Jesus  hath  died.' 
Then  tell  the  bereaved  ones,  when  pining  in  grief, 
There  is  a  Physician  who  giveth  relief. 

Sow,  though  it  be  weeping ;  to  duty  be  true : 
Sow  wide,  or,  in  reaping,  your  sheaves  will  be  few. 
When  labour  is  ended,  the  Master  will  come. 
By  angels  attended,  to  welcome  you  home. 


Come  to  3e0U0 

Come  to  Jesus  !     Hark  !     He  calls  thee. 

By  His  Spirit  from  above; 
Offers  thee  His  grace  and  glory — 

Waits  to  tell  thee  God  is  Love! 
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Hear  the  glorious  invitation, 
•  Whosoever  will  may  come.* 

Now  accept  His  great  salvation; 
Jesus  waits  to  welcome  home. 

Come  to  Jesus  !     Plead  His  merit ; 

Never  doubt  His  power  to  save. 
Come  and  by  His  grace  inherit 

Life  and  peace  beyond  the  grave. 

Come  to  Christ,  the  living  fountain, 
While  His  arms  are  open  wide. 

Come  by  faith,  and,  nothing  doubting, 
See  His  hands,  His  feet.  His  side. 

Come  to  Jesus  !     Plead  His  promise  ; 

He  will  prove  thy  faithful  friend — 
Never  leave  thee,  nor  forsake  thee, 

But  will  love  thee  to  the  end. 

Come !  though  full  of  care  and  sadness, 
Tell  Him  all  thy  grief  and  fears ; 

Christ  will  give  thee  joy  and  gladness ; 
Cheer  thy  heart  and  dry  thy  tears. 

Come  to  Jesus  !     Why  deny  Him  ? 

Grace  is  flowing  free  to-day; 
Life  is  short,  and  time  is  flying; 

Come  to  Jesus !  come  away. 

Come  !    Why  art  thou  still  delaying  ? 

Jesus  pleads  on  yonder  tree; 
Hear  His  wounds,  in  pity  saying, 

'This  I  suffered,  all  for  thee.' 
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Come !   though  thou  hast  long  neglected ; 

Make  the  God  of  heaven  thy  choice ; 
Rich  or  poor,  despised,  dejected, 

He  will  make  thy  heart  rejoice. 

Come  to  Jesus  !     Father,  mother, 

How  long  halt  ye?    Why  delay? 
Come  my  sister !     Come  my  brother  ! 

Venture  on  Him  while  you  may. 

All  thy  sins  to  Jesus  carry; 

Mercy  lingers  at  the  door; 
Come  to-day !   or  wilt  thou  tarry 

Till  the  day  of  grace  is  o'er? 

Come  !  thy  Conscience  loudly  calls  thee. 
Knocks,  then  gently  whispers  '  Come  ' ; 

Loved  ones  long  in  heaven  to  meet  thee  ; 
Angels  wait  to  welcome  home. 

Come !  it  may  be  now,  or  never ; 

Now  is  the  accepted  day ! 
Dreadful  thought !     Wilt  thou  for  ever 

Dare  to  be  a  castaway  ? 

Come !  by  prayer,  and  seek  His  blessing, 

Make  His  death  thy  only  plea ; 
All  thy  sins  to  Him  confessing; 

Jesus  lived  and  died  for  thee. 

Come !    What  wilt  thou  do  without  Him 

On  the  final  Judgement  Day  ? 
Call  in  vain  on  rock  and  mountain 

From  His  presence  hide  away. 
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Come !  though  thou  hast  lost  His  favour ; 

Grieve  thy  sin,  lament  thy  fall; 
Jesus  is  a  present  Saviour — 

Jesus  waits  to  pardon  all. 


Oh,  will  they  miss  me  when  I'm  gone  ? 

I  often  wonder  Why 
The  thought  should  haunt  me  night  and  morn  ; 

Unmissed  I  cannot  die. 

When,  low  in  death,  my  head  is  bowed, 

Tell  me,  I  long  to  know, 
Shall  I  be  missed  among  the  crowd 

Who  worship  still  below? 

I  picture  now  the  vacant  chair : 

They  miss  my  voice,  my  form; 
But  will  they  wish  I  still  were  there  ? 

Or  grieve  I  e'er  was  born  ? 

What  will  they  say  who  knew  me  best, 

While  in  the  flesh  I  trod? 
*  A  saint,  indeed,  has  gone  to  rest. 

Who  closely  walked  with  God '  ? 

With  you,  who  fain  would  reach  the  goal, 

What  hindrances  I  find; 
But  oh,  this  longing  in  my  soul 

To  leave  some  mark  behind. 
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To  die  unmissed!    Then  woe  is  me, 

My  life  is  spent  in  vain. 
Terrible  thought !     It  cannot  be ; 
I  must  begin  again. 

I  have  no  righteousness  to  plead; 

Oh,  whither  shall  I  go? 
Where  shall  I  find  the  strength  I  need 

To  conquer  every  foe? 

God  will  supply  the  grace  I  lack ; 

This  one  thing  will  I  do — 
I'll  press  along  the  beaten  track. 

And  keep  the  prize  in  view. 

And,  then,  to  do  some  deed  each  day. 

That  others  may  be  blessed  ; 
That  all  who  miss  me  here  may  say, 

*  He  lived  what  he  professed.* 


Supplication 

0  Jesu  !  Son  of  David,  hear, 
Athirst  for  Thee,  I  now  draw  near, 

And  seek  Thy  face  divine ; 
For  love  I  pine,  though  late  constrained. 
Maintain  Thy  right,  where  Satan  reigned 

In  this  poor  heart  of  mine. 

Alone,  in  secret  prayer  I  bow ; 

1  claim  Thy  promised  blessing  now  ; 

My  sins  I  now  confess. 
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Thy  power  to  save  in  me  display, 
And  show  a  worm  of  earth  the  way 
That  leads  to  righteousness. 


On  Calvary's  Cross  Thy  blood  was  spilt, 
To  purge  my  conscience  of  its  guilt  j 

On  this  I  rest  my  plea; 
Vouchsafe  the  simple  faith  I  need, 
Thou  Friend  of  sinners,  intercede 

For  me,  a  rebel,  me. 

Thy  word,  Thy  touch,  can  make  me  whole; 
Oh,  quell  this  tumult  in  my  soul. 

While  Thou  art  passing  by. 
My  wounded  heart  now.  Saviour,  heal. 
And  to  my  pardon  set  Thy  seal ; 

Oh,  save  me,  or  I  die  ! 

Then,  should  the  foe  who  lurks  within, 
Allure,  with  my  besetting  sin. 

The  help  I  need  bestow ; 
Through  every  conflict  guide,  defend  \ 
Be  Thou  my  strength,  and,  in  the  end, 

Avenge  me  of  the  foe. 

The  witness  of  Thy  purchase  give. 
And  to  Thy  glory  let  me  live; 

Henceforth  I  will  be  Thine. 
Through  death,  my  soul  in  peace  convey, 
And  in  the  realms  of  endless  day 

Be  Thou  for  ever  mine. 
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Vciz  Sunn^  Stbe 

Keep  on  the  sunny  side  of  life, 
As  through  its  maze  you  roam  ; 

Nor  tire  amid  its  care  and  strife, 
This  world  is  not  your  home. 

Keep  on  the  sunny  side  of  life — 
The  world  is  large  and  wide ; 

For  each  and  all  there's  room  enough — 
Keep  on  the  sunny  side. 

There  is  a  calm,  perennial  stream, 

Beyond  its  swelHng  tide; 
It  flows  beside  the  pastures  green 

Upon  the  sunny  side. 

For  every  hurricane  that  blows — 

Whatever  ills  betide — 
There  is  a  balm  to  heal  our  woes 

Upon  the  sunny  side. 

The  path  is  rough  and  thorny  too; 

You  need  a  constant  guide. 
Who  knows  the  way  to  bring  you  through 

Upon  the  sunny  side  ? 

There  is  but  One — He  loves  you  still — 

He  does  not  always  chide — 
He  waits  to  lead  you,  if  you  will, 

Upon  the  sunny  side. 
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To  tell  His  name  I  need  not  stay — 
For  you  He  bled  and  died ; 

From  earth  to  heaven  He  made  the  way 
Upon  the  sunny  side. 

You  may  on  Him  for  help  depend, 

And  in  His  love  abide ; 
In  Him  you  have  a  bosom  Friend 

Upon  the  sunny  side. 

He  will  not  leave  you  night  or  day, 
While  in  Him  you  confide ; 

Your  feet  shall  never  go  astray 
Upon  the  sunny  side. 

With  Him  at  hand  you  need  not  fear. 
Though  in  the  furnace  tried  ; 

The  cloud  will  melt  and  disappear 
Upon  the  sunny  side. 

He  calls  !  but  will  not  force  you  in ; 

The  gate  He  opens  wide; 
You  must  repent,  or  die  in  sin, 

And  miss  the  sunny  side. 

In  Jordan's  stream  what  will  you  do 
When  time  has  sealed  your  fate  ? 

No  sunny  side  in  death  for  you ; 
Turn,  ere  it  be  too  late  ! 

With  accents  sweet.  He  whispers  Come! 

You  may  at  once  decide. 
And  find  in  Him  a  rest,  a  home, 

Upon  the  sunny  side. 
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a  fiDeMtation— Cbrt0t  an^  Calvary? 

Oh,  turn  aside  from  care  and  toil 

Beneath  some  shady  tree, 
And  meditate  alone,  awhile, 

On  Christ  and  Calvary. 

A  mother  made  the  story  plain, 

When  sitting  by  your  cot ; 
At  school  you  heard  it  o'er  again — 

Perchance,  you  heed  it  not. 

A  Carpenter,  of  humble  birth, 

From  Bethlehem  He  came ; 
And,  all  but  friendless,  lived  on  earth. 

Not  worthy  of  His  name. 

No  stately  mansion,  grand  and  fair — 

Only  a  wayside  shed — 
Beheld  His  Advent;  here  they  spare 

A  manger  for  His  bed. 

Twas  Love  Divine,  that  wrought  the  plan, 

O  glorious  mystery ! 
The  Godhead  blended  into  man. 

For  man  to  bleed  and  die. 

No  breathless  marble  can  unfold. 

Nor  canvas  tell  the  tale ; 
His  mental  anguish  ne'er  was  told ; 

Poetic  muses  fail. 
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A  traitor  bold,  the  ruffians  led; 

The  price  of  blood  is  paid  ', 
His  timid  followers  all  have  fled, 

And  Jesus  is  betrayed. 


What  mean  these  pangs  of  grief  and  pain  ? 

Why  droops  His  weary  head  ? 
For  you  my  loving   Lord  is  slain, 

And  dwells  among  the  dead. 

With  visage  marred  by  human  guilt, 

And  thorns  upon  His  brow, 
For  friend  and  foe  His  blood  is  spilt ; 

It  pleads  for  sinners  now. 

With  bleeding  feet,  and  riven  side, 

By  hell  assailed  within, 
He  dies,  with  arms  extended  wide, 

To  take  His  murderers  in. 

O  greedy  grave !     O  ghastly  death  ! 

Behold  your  cruel  chain 
All  shattered  by  His  vital  breath, 

The  Victor  lives  again. 

He  reigns  triumphant  o'er  His  foes ; 

He  conquers  to  redeem ; 
Eternal  life  He  wins  for  those 

Who  will  but  come  to  Him. 
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^be  Matcbworb 

Onward,  Christian  soldier,  go: 
With  your  leader  face  the  foe. 
In  the  conflict  never  yield ; 
Be  a  Samson  in  the  field. 

Art  thou  wounded  ?  Ne'er  give  in ; 
Grace  can  heal  and  conquer  sin. 
Onward,  ever,  watch  and  pray; 
Cast  your  doubts  and  fears  away. 

See  the  great  angelic  band. 
Seated  high  at  God's  right  hand; 
How  they  watch  us  in  the  strife, 
Battling  for  eternal  life. 

Onward,  through  a  world  of  care ; 
Be  in  earnest  everywhere — 
In  the  market,  by  the  way. 
Live  the  Christian  every  day. 

'  Onward,'  saints  and  martyrs  cry, 
Dare  for  Christ  to  live  and  die ; 
Death  shall  do  his  work  in  vain; 
We  shall  rise  in  Christ  again. 

Onward,  though  earth's  joys  be  few. 
Still  your  heavenward  course  pursue ; 
Let  not  Satan  thwart  your  plan. 
Christ  is  watching — Play  the  man. 
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Time  is  fleeting,  like  a  dream; 
Souls  are  rushing  down  the  stream. 
Onward,  to  the  rescue  go, 
Save  them  from  the  gulf  below. 

Onward  lead  the  wayward  sheep; 
Sow  the  seed,  and  thou  shalt  reap. 
Who  for  precious  souls  will  care? 
Who  a  crown  with  jewels  wear? 

With  the  Gospel  trumpet  stand ; 
Sound  the  watchword  through  the  land; 
Whosoever  will  may  come ; 
Weary  wanderers,  welcome  home. 


Confeaaion 

Oh,  yes !  I  need  Confession ; 

No  human  pomp,  or  show ; 
No  incense,  or  procession : 

The  Bible  tells  me  so. 

No  gilded  cross,  or  candles. 
Nor  penance  will  release; 

No  Ritualistic  fangles 
Can  give  my  conscience  peace. 

I  need  the  Great  Physician; 

None  else  can  make  me  whole 
But  Christ  can  give  remission, 

And  heal  my  lep'rous  soul. 
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He  wrestled  in  the  Garden, 

And  suflFered  in  my  stead ; 
To  purchase  me  a  pardon 

He  bowed  His  sacred  head. 

Christ  is  the  true  Confessor ; 

I  have  no  other  need 
Of  Virgin  Intercessor, 

For  me  to  intercede. 

No  other  Name  is  given, 

But  Christ— Infallible ; 
Our  Priest — who  pleads  in  heaven — 

He  holds  the  keys  of  hell. 

Confess;  but  go  to  Jesus — 

There  is  no  fee  to  pay; 
He  only  can  release  us 

Who  bore  our  sins  away. 

In  Christ  we  have  salvation ; 

All  human  props  will  fail; 
His  Church  on  this  foundation 

Is  built,  and  must  prevail ! 


Coming  Ibome 

O  Jesus,  Saviour,  pity  me, 

Forgiveness  I  implore, 
Behold  my  grief  and  misery, 

Nor  spurn  me  from  Thy  door. 
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I  wandered  from  Thy  loving  side, 

And  revelled  long  in  sin; 
But  Mercy's  gate  is  open  wide, 

I'll  turn  and  venture  in. 

A  prodigal,  I  seek  Thy  face — 

My  folly  now  I  see ; 
I  sought,  but  found  no  resting-place, 

Away  from  home  and  Thee. 

No  human  power  can  make  me  whole, 

However  great  or  good ; 
The  world  no  longer  feeds  my  soul. 

It  pants  for  richer  food. 

Thou  hast  the  great  atonement  made — 

I  know  no  other  plea ; 
On  Calvary  the  debt  was  paid 

For  sinners  vile  as  me. 

My  past  misdeeds  and  wasted  life 
Confront  my  memory  still. 

Divine  Physician,  end  this  strife. 
Subdue  this  stubborn  will. 

I  would  be  Thine,  Thou  knowst  I  would 

For  ever  cling  to  Thee ; 
Then  wash  me  in  Thy  crimson  blood, 

And  set  my  conscience  free. 

I  bow  before  Thy  sacred  throne, 
And  wrestle  on  in  prayer; 

O  Jesus,  take  me  for  Thine  own, 
And  rid  me  of  my  care. 
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To  serve  Thee  with  a  willing  heart 

This  moment  I  begin ; 
Nor  will  I  from  my  vow  depart, 

Or  grieve  Thy  love  with  sin. 

Farewell,  ye  gilded  toys  of  earth  ; 

Companions,  all  adieu ; 
I  triumph  in  the  second  birth, 

And  start  in  life  anew. 


*Meep  mot' 

Weep  not  for  me,  when  I  have  crossed 
The  stream,  to  heaven  above ; 

To  sing,  with  all  the  ransomed  host, 
Of  Jesus,  and  His  love. 

Weep  not :   nor  think  of  me  as  dead, 

Or  in  the  silent  grave; 
But,  far  away  from  Sin  and  Death, 

By  faith  in  Jesus  saved. 

Weep  not  for  me ;    I  am  not  dead. 

But  only  gone  before, 
Where  care,  and  toil,  and  pain,  and  death, 

Are  all  for  ever  o'er. 

Weep  not  for  me;  I  am  at  rest; 

But  praise  my  God  for  me. 
That  I  with  saints  in  heaven  am  blest 

To  all  eternity. 
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Weep  not  for  me ;  nor  fear,  nor  doubt 

Of  my  election  sure ; 
My  Jesus  wrought  salvation  out; 

I'll  praise  Him  evermore. 

Weep  not  for  me ;   I'm  now  in  heaven, 

But  shout  aloud  for  joy : 
My  sins,  through  Christ,  are  all  forgiven ; 

I've  peace  without  alloy. 

Weep  not  for  me;  we  soon  shall  meet 
Where  partings  all  are  o'er ; 

And  all  our  friends  in  Jesus  greet 
On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

Weep  not,  but  fondly  think  of  me. 
And  happy  hours  now  past ; 

Be  faithful  to  the  end,  and  we 
Shall  meet  in  heaven  at  last. 

Weep  not  for  me;  but  trust  in  God, 
And  praise  Him  for  His  grace ; 

Live  to  Him  now,  and  take  His  word 
To  guide  thee  all  thy  days. 

Weep  not,  nor  trust  in  friends  to  cheer, 
While  Jesus  is  your  friend; 

Go,  tell  Him  all  thy  grief  and  fear. 
And  trust  Him  to  the  end. 

Weep  not,  though  joys  of  earth  be  few ; 

Though  sorrow  seemeth  long; 
Wait  patiently  awhile,  and  you 

Shall  join  the  heavenly  throng.  • 
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Weep  not,  but  sing  His  praise  on  earth, 

And  I  will  sing  in  heaven, 
Of  Him  who  saved  our  souls  from  death  ; 

For  us  His  life  was  given. 

Weep  not,  nor  murmur  in  despair; 

He  doeth  all  things  well; 
And  you  a  crown  of  life  shall  wear. 

And  in  His  presence  dwell. 

Weep  not,  but  bow  thy  knee  and  heart. 

In  earnest,  secret  prayer; 
And  there  for  grace  submissive  ask. 

And  claim  the  blessing  there. 

Weep  not,  but  work  for  God  alone, 

And  do  it  with  thy  might ; 
And  know  that  all  who  die  in  Him 

Are  precious  in  His  sight. 

Weep  not,  but  watch,  for  Satan  sees 

And  knows  thy  weakest  part ; 
Resist  the  Tempter,  then  he  flees 

From  every  watchful  heart. 

Weep  not,  but  gird  your  armour  on. 

And  fight  the  battle  through ; 
By  faith  in  Him  you  shall  o'ercome. 

Who  lived  and  died  for  you. 

Weep  not,  the  battle  you  shall  win. 

Your  Captain  is  at  hand; 
Through  Him  you  shall  the  victory  gain, 

And  take  the  Promised  Land. 
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Weep  not,  the  trumpet  soon  will  sound, 
And  bid  these  bodies  rise ; 

The  earth  and  sea  give  up  their  dead, 
To  meet  Him  in  the  skies. 

Weep  not,  but  tune  your  harps  afresh, 

Rejoice  aloud  and  sing ; 
We  have  the  victory,  Grave  and  Death, 

Through  Christ,  our  Risen  King. 


XTbe  Xa0t  3nvttation 

Out  on  the  ocean  of  life  we  are  sailing. 
Bound  for  a  home  in  the  City  so  fair ; 

Over  its  battlements  loved  ones  are  hailing. 
Watching,  and  waiting,  to  welcome  us  there. 

Onward,  through  cloud  and  through  sunshine  we  travel, 
Leaving  the  voyage  to  Him  who  will  guide; 

Life,  with  its  problem,  we  wait  to  unravel, 
Trusting  in  Jesus,  whatever  betide. 

Hark  !   O  my  comrades,  the  Captain  is  calling : 
Sail  in  our  vessel,  the  passport  is  free ; 

Christ  is  our  Pilot,  He  keeps  us  from  falling; 
Come,  there  is  room,  He  is  calling  for  thee. 

What  though  your  sins  you  behold  as  a  mountain; 

Lay  down  the  armour  of  Satan  to-day; 
Plunge,  like  the  Penitent  Thief,  in  the  fountain, 

Vile  as  you  are.  He  will  wash  them  away. 
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Come,  O  thou  weary  one,  tossed  with  temptation, 
Why  dost  thou  carry  Ufe's  burden  alone  ? 

Come  to  the  Saviour,  you  need  His  salvation ; 
Jesus  will  make  all  your  trials  His  own. 

All  the  day  long  for  your  heart  He  is  pleading ; 

Eager  to  enter.  He  knocks  at  the  door. 
Soon,  for  your  peace,  He  will  cease  interceding ; 

How  wilt  thou  meet  Him  when  time  is  no  more  ? 

Come,  O  thou  prodigal,  laden  with  sorrow; 

Jesus  still  loves  thee,  no  longer  delay. 
Death,  cold  and  ruthless,  may  come  ere  the  morrow ; 

Then,  in  the  Judgement,  oh,  what  wilt  thou  say  ? 

Haste  to  the  Saviour !     Haste,  child  of  probation ! 

Fall  at  His  feet,  with  the  Publican's  plea. 
Turn  ye !   it  may  be  His  last  invitation ; 

Then,  for  an  hiding-place,  where  wilt  thou  flee  ? 


^u^gcment 

Lo !   the  sun,  that  gilds  the  skies, 
Sinks  to  rest,  no  more  to  rise  : 
Singing  birds  have  hushed  their  song, 
Soon  the  dreary  night  comes  on. 

Sons  of  toil  have  gone  to  rest ; 
Baby  clings  to  mother's  breast ; 
Through  the  wood  the  wild  beast  creeps; 
In  the  field  the  daisy  sleeps. 
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Darkness  veils  the  silvery  moon ; 
Twinkling  stars  are  wrapped  in  gloom ; 
Tempest  tossed,^  the  billows  roar, 
Foaming  on  the  ocean's  shore. 

Loud,  the  trumpet's  awful  sound 
Rends  the  air,  and  shakes  the  ground ; 
Planets  fall  and  disappear ; 
Lo !  the  Day  of  Wrath  is  near. 

Startled,  'mid  a  peaceful  dream, 
Vain  the  cry,  '  What  can  it  mean  ? ' 
*  Harvest  Home  ! '  the  reapers  cry  ; 
God  is  seen  by  mortal  eye. 

Lightning  flashes,  thunder  peals ; 
All  the  earth  convulsive  reels ; 
Graves  are  opened,  mountains  shake; 
All  the  dead  to  life  awake. 

Time  has  thrust  aside  the  screen ; 
On  His  throne  the  Judge  is  seen : 
Jesus  comes,  to  curse,  or  bless 
All  the  world  in  righteousness. 

See  the  courtiers,  how  they  shine, 
Robed  in  righteousness  divine  ! 
Satan  trembles — in  the  strife 
Death  is  swallowed  up  in  life. 

Time  is  ended,  earth  has  fled ; 
All  is  hushed  in  silent  dread ; 
Heaven's  book  is  opened  wide; 
Soon  the  multitude  divide. 
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Calm,  amid  the  wreck  around, 
Those  who  loved  Him  here  are  found  ; 
*  Come,  ye  blest,'  they  hear  Him  say, 
'  Enter  in  eternal  day.' 

On  the  shining  cortege  wend. 
With  a  shout  to  heaven  ascend ; 
Saints  adore  Him,  angels  sing, 
'  Hallelujah  !   Christ  is  King.' 

While  His  foes,  who  spurned  His  grace. 
Seek  in  vain  a  hiding-place. 
Speechless,  now  their  sentence  wait : 
Then  the  woful  cry,  *  Too  late  ! ' 


yatber  tTime 

What  is  it  the  Old  Man  is  saying? 

He  speaks,  or  an  echo  I  hear; 
The  past  on  my  mem'ry  is  playing, 

Though  gone,  like  a  dream,  with  the  year. 

Alone,  by  the  fireside,  musing 

O'er  pleasures,  and  crosses,  and  pains, 

He  comes — an  intruder — refusing 
To  leave  me,  at  losses  and  gains. 

Bright  pictures  he  opens  to  cheer  me, 

As  fair  as  the  rainbow  in  hue : 
But  some  in  the  background  look  dreary ; 

There's  much  I  should  like  to  undo. 
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Old  Time  ever  onward  will  beckon ; 

A  record  he  keeps  against  mine  ; 
It  grieves  me,  alas  !  when  I  reckon 

How  often  I've  run  off  the  line. 

I  started  the  year  full  of  gladness, 
As  sanguine  as  any  old  sage ; 

But  now  there  steals  o'er  me  a  sadness 
To  see  all  these  blots  on  the  page. 

I  pass  at  his  school  in  dictation ; 

His  lessons  I  seldom  can  parse; 
Old  Time  puts  me  back  on  probation, 

Though  bearing  his  bruises  and  scars. 

He  tells  me  I'm  forward  in  spelling ; 

In  judgement  too  harsh,  as  a  rule; 
And  things  that  I  should  not  be  telling 

I  often  let  slip  out  of  school. 

In  one  eye  I'm  troubled  with  blindness  j 
(I'm  deaf  on  that  side,  though  no  elf;) 

He  dwelt  at  some  length  on  my  kindness. 
Then  t wittingly  said,  '  To  myself,' 

I'm  fickle ;  I  feign  the  ascetic ; 

Too  well  I  the  hypocrite  play ; 
I  figure  at  church  as  a  critic. 

Or  loiter  the  Sabbath  away. 

I'm  aristocratic  and  clever; 

A  genius  you  see  by  my  clothes, 
I've  corns  on  both  feet,  though  I  never 

Tread  light  when  I  come  near  your  toes. 
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Folks  meet  me,  not  up  to  my  station — 

I'm  looking  for  Venus  or  Mars; 
In  fact,  r  may  choose  a  vocation 

Some  day,  when  I've  numbered  the  stars. 

He  chides  me  for  not  doing  better, 

And  calls  me  '  impertinent,'  too ; 
I  write  a  satirical  letter — 

Of  course,  not  referring  to  you. 

He  closed  with  one  fault  and  another; 

I'm  guilty  in  some,  I  confess; 
I  dare  not  come  nearer,  my  brother; 

Your  own  I  must  leave  you  to  guess. 

I  sighed,  and  awoke,  but  downhearted ; 

I  knelt  by  the  old  easy-chair; 
Then  vowed,  on  my  knees,  as  we  parted, 

To  mend  in  the  Happy  New  Year. 


ZTbe  Cleanelna  jfountain 

Come  to  the  fountain  opened  for  sin ; 
Angels  of  glory  welcome  you  in; 
Wash  in  the  cleansing  blood  and  be  clean ; 
Come  to  the  fountain.  Come. 

Where  are  you  drifting?    Oh,  stop  and  think; 
Steer  for  the  harbour,  or  you  will  sink ; 
Life-giving  water  here  you  may  drink ; 
Come  to  the  fountain.  Come. 
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All  earthly  fountains  soon  will  be  dry ; 
Nothing  but  Jesus  can  satisfy. 
Hear  His  entreaty,  '  Why  will  ye  die  ? ' 
Come  to  the  fountain,  Come. 

Come  empty-handed  !     Mercy  is  free  ; 
Christ  hath  redeemed  you  on  Calvary. 
Sweet  is  the  echo,  *  Come  unto  Me.' 
Come  to  the  fountain,  Come. 

Jesus  invites  you — not  to  deceive ; 
Cast  out  the  anchor,  trust,  and  believe ; 
Let  go  each  idol,  pardon  receive; 
Come  to  the  fountain.  Come. 

Though  you  have  spurned  Him  often  before, 
Jesus  is  knocking — open  the  door ; 
Weep  o'er  your  sins,  and  grieve  Him  no  more ; 
Come  to  the  fountain,  Come. 

Two  gates  are  open :     Where  will  you  go  ? 
One  you  must  enter — Mercy  or  Woe  ! 
Jesus  will  wash  you  whiter  than  snow ; 
Come  to  the  fountain,  Come. 

Soon  death  will  call  you  ;   come  while  you  may ; 
Cast  in  your  lot  with  Jesus  to-day; 
Life,  like  a  dream,  is  passing  away ! 
Come  to  the  fountain.  Come. 

Come,  while  your  life  is  still  in  the  bloom: 
Come,  aged  pilgrim;  yes,  there  is  room. 
Dare  you  reject  Him  ?    Think  of  your  doom  ! 
All  things  are  ready,  Come. 
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IRealgnation 

Oh!  what  am  I,  Thou  Triune  God? 

So  frail,  yet  dear  to  Thee? 
But  Thou  art  all  in  all,  my  God — 

Dearer  than  life  to  me. 

Though  toil  and  conflict  be  my  lot, 
Earth's  friendships  change  and  die ; 

Thou  art  the  same — Thou  changest  not — 
Nor  wilt  Thou  pass  me  by. 

This  wilderness  is  not  my  home ; 

This  mortal  life  a  span ; 
Weary  and  worn,  to  Thee  I  come, 

A  poor,  wayfaring  man. 

In  cloud  or  sunshine — ease  or  pain — 

Of  rest  I  fondly  dream  ; 
Then  wake — with  hope  renewed  again — 

To  pull  against  the  stream. 

To  stem  the  tide  I  struggle  hard, 

With  wind  against  the  sail : 
The  foe  allures  me  off  my  guard  : 

I  falter,  then  I  fail. 

The  night  is  dark,  and  cold,  and  drear ; 

I  long  for  break  of  day : 
Then,  through  the  mist,  Thy  voice  I  hear, 

Lest  I  should  miss  the  way. 
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Though  doubts  and  fears  my  peace  molest, 

Dauntless  will  I  pursue ; 
Where  reason  fails,  I'll  trust  the  rest, 

And  keep  the  Prize  in  view. 

Though  my  heart  fail  and  flesh  decay 

And  other  ills  be  mine. 
Thou  art  my  portion,  night  and  day; 

I  want  no  will  but  Thine. 

By  Faith  alone  the  goal  I  see — 

The  strife  will  not  be  long; 
I  shall  obtain  the  victory, 

And  sing  the  Victor's  song. 


3mportant  iSluestions 

Are  you  on  the  Lord's  side? 

Are  you  in  the  right? 
Are  you  serving  Jesus 

With  your  heart  and  might  ? 

Do  you  know  His  favour? 

Have  you  crossed  the  line? 
Can  you  say  '  Dear  Saviour, 

Thou  art  ever  mine*? 

Have  you  health  and  riches  ? 

All  you  think  you  need? 
Yet,  without  this  knowledge, 

You  are  poor  indeed. 
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What  about  the  future? 

Have  you  settled  this  ? 
Which  shall  be  your  portion — 

Misery  or  bliss  ? 

Ask  yourself  the  question — 

Do  not  pass  it  by — 
Is  your  life  worth  living  ? 

Are  you  fit  to  die  ? 

Death  this  night  may  enter 

Through  your  bolted  door; 
If  you  are  not  ready, 

What  have  you  in  store  ? 

Only  condemnation, 

Darkness,  grim  despair; 
Then  the  Final  Judgement : 

Hope  will  perish  there. 

Are  you  undecided  ? 

Stay,  no  longer,  stay  ! 
Till  your  sins  are  pardoned 

Rest  not,  night  nor  day. 

Come,  oh  !  come  to  Jesus, 

Ere  you  seal  your  doom  : 
In  His  heart  there's  mercy  ; 

In  His  arms  there's  room. 

Haste !  the  time  is  flying ; 

Life  is  fleeting  fast. 
Heed  this  solemn  warning, 

Lest  it  be  the  last ! 
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Eternity 

Eternity  !  Eternity ! 
In  silent  awe  I  muse  on  thee, 
With  hope  and  fear  alternately  ; 
Eternity  !  Eternity ! 

I  hear  the  echo  !     By  the  way, 
It  haunts  my  vision  night  and  day  j 
Nor  would  I  break  the  spell. 

Eternity  !  Eternity ! 
Thou  vast,  unfathomable  sea, 
Not  measured  by  immensity ; 
Eternity !  Eternity ! 

The  sun  that  warms  the  atmosphere 
Will  melt  away  and  disappear; 
How  soon,  I  cannot  tell. 

Eternity  !  Eternity  ! 

Thou  art  the  voice  of  God  to  me ; 

In  accents  loud,  unceasingly, 

The  Spirit  cries,  Eternity ! 

The  pallid  moon  withdraws  her  light ; 
Effulgent  day  will  banish  night ; 
The  birds  no  longer  sing. 

Eternity !  Eternity 
Is  linked  with  Immortality ; 
My  soul  must  live  apace  with  thee, 
For  ever,  O  Eternity  ! 
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The  stars  are  doomed  to  fade  and  fall; 
The  trumpet  blast  the  dead  will  call, 
To  stand  before  the  King. 


Eternity  !  Eternity  ! 
No  myth — a  stern  reality — 
No  secret  can  I  hide  from  thee  : 
No  Saviour  in  Eternity. 

Huge  mountains  totter,  down  they  roll; 
The  heavens  vanish  like  a  scroll ; 
Grim  Death  will  lose  his  prey. 

Eternity  !  Eternity  ! 
Art  thou  my  friend,  or  enemy? 
But  I  must  make  the  choice ;  ah  me  ! 
Where  shall  I  spend  Eternity  ? 

O  mortal  man,  of  sin  beware  : 
To  meet  the  Day  of  Wrath  prepare, 
In  all  its  dread  array. 

Eternity !  Eternity ! 

From  Justice  whither  can  I  flee? 

Escape.     Impossibility  ! 

A  step,  and  then  Eternity  ! 

No  more  the  mighty  billows  roar, 
Nor  kiss,  nor  dash  the  beaten  shore ! 
Tumult  and  war  shall  cease. 


76  Fragments  of  Time 

Eternity !  Eternit  y 

Will  reproduce  my  memory ; 

I  must  repent,  or  woe  is  me  ! 

How  can  I  face  Eternity? 

No  tear  shall  dim  the  Christian's  eye ; 
Sin,  death  and  hell,  he  will  defy; 
With  God  at  perfect  peace. 

Eternity !  Eternity 
Will  seal  your  final  destiny  ; 
Wilt  thou  to  Christ  for  refuge  flee  ? 
Or  perish  in  Eternity  ? 


1bomewar^  iBount) 

Shout  the  Victory,  saints  in  glory  ! 

Strike  your  harps,  ye  angels  fair  ! 
Comrades,  ere  I  tell  my  story, 

Promise  you  will  meet  me  there. 

Some  we  love  have  gone  before  us ; 

We  are  near  the  boundary  line. 
Hark  !  they  sing !     How  sweet  the  chorus  ; 

Shall  their  home  be  yours  and  mine  ? 

On  the  Rock  of  Ages  clinging. 

Taking  Jesus  at  His  word ; 
*  Homeward  bound  ! '  each  moment  singing, 

'  Hallelujah  !    Praise  the  Lord  ! ' 
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Toiling  on,  in  Him  confiding; 

Sheltered  from  the  raging  storm  ; 
Ever  in  His  love  abiding, 

Who  can  do  me  any  harm  ? 

Though  by  selfish  foes  surrounded, 
Who  oppose  me  with  their  might, 

I  shall  never  be  confounded. 
While  I  trust,  and  do  the  right. 

Resting  on  the  sure  foundation — 
Christ  Himself  the  corner-stone — 

I  shall  fear  no  condemnation. 

Since  He  made  my  guilt  His  own. 

Oft  in  tears  my  course  pursuing, 

Sowing  seed,  and  weeding  here, 
I  shall  reap  the  good  I'm  doing 

In  a  far  sublimer  sphere. 

Let  my  faith  be  firm  and  steady, 

Then  in  weakness  I  am  strong ; 
With  my  lamp  may  I  be  ready — 

Jesus  will  not  tarry  long. 

Farewell,  then,  to  toil  and  sorrow ; 

Farewell,  anxious  care  and  pain ; 
No  foreboding  of  the  morrow ; 

Never  wish  me  back  again. 

Hide  me  not  beneath  the  willow; 

Lay  me  where  sweet  flowers  bloom ; 
Soft  shall  be  my  downy  pillow. 

Till  I  rise  and  leave  the  tomb. 
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Love  me  still ;  but  cease  your  weeping, 
When  you  see  the  vacant  chair; 

Think  of  me,  not  dead,  but  sleeping,* 
Till  you  meet  me — over  there. 

In  the  meantime,  no  surrender — 
Never  lay  the  armour  down ; 

God  be  with  you  !  our  Defender ! 
Fight  the  Battle  !     Win  the  Crown  ! 


3nterce00ion 

(The  Triune  Blessing) 

Now  the  toil  of  day  is  over, 

While  I  bow  my  heart  and  knee. 

Hear  my  prayer,  Thou  Great  Jehovah; 
Jah,  Jehovah,  bless  Thou  me. 

Guardian  angel,  in  the  night-watch, 
Through  the  darkness,  compass  me. 

God  Almighty,  give  Thy  blessing : 
How  I  need  it  Thou  canst  see. 

Anxious  care  my  soul  oppressing — 
Who  can  help  me  ?    None  but  Thee. 

Guardian  angel,  till  the  day-break. 
Through  the  twilight,  compass  me. 

Give  Thy  blessing,  O  my  Father; 

Who  so  impotent  as  me  ? 
Vile  am  I,  but  I  would  rather 

Tell  it  out  alone  with  Thee. 

'  Here  I  refer  to  all  that  is  mortal  only. 
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Guardian  angel,  in  my  sleeping, 
In  my  waking,  compass  me. 

Give  Thy  blessing,  precious  Saviour  ; 

Who  can  plead  my  cause  but  Thee? 
Though  unworthy  of  Thy  favour, 

Let  Thy  blessing  fall  on  me. 
Guardian  angel,  through  life's  duty. 

Till  the  evening,  compass  me. 

Give  Thy  blessing,  Holy  Spirit ; 

Christ,  my  Surety,  let  me  see ; 
To  my  heart  apply  His  merit ; 

Gentle  Spirit,  woo  Thou  me. 
Guardian  angel,  when  I  languish, 

In  Death's  conflict,  compass  me. 

At  the  Mercy-seat  confessing, 

Triune  God,  I  urge  my  plea. 
Seal  my  pardon  with  Thy  blessing ; 

Save  me,  blessed  Trinity. 
Guardian  angel,  through  the  valley. 

Till  in  glory,  compass  me. 


a  Contrast 

(Earth  and  Heaven) 

I  OFTEN  muse  on  heaven. 

Its  rapture  and  its  song : 
Of  earth,  at  times  I'm  weary  ; 

My  faith  cries,  '  Lord,  how  long  ? ' 
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This  world  is  ever  changing ; 

The  longer  here  I  live, 
The  stronger  is  my  craving 

For  what  it  cannot  give. 

I  covet  not  its  honour, 

Its  glory,  its  renown, 
Its  fame  or  fleeting  riches; 

Why  should  I  heed  its  frown? 

Its  friendships,  oh,  how  fickle  1 
In  vain  I  look  around. 

Where  cherished  hopes  are  blighted, 
And  vanity  is  found. 

But  I  must  live  above  it; 

Be  this  my  daily  aim, 
To  live  a  noble  Christian, 

In  deed  as  well  as  name. 

What  means  this  ceaseless  longing? 

It  can  mean  nought  but  this — 
God  has  my  soul  created 

For  higher  realms  of  bliss. 

O  restless  soul,  be  patient ! 

Muse  on,  but  learn  to  wait 
Until  the  Master  calls  thee 

To  that  immortal  state. 

In  yonder  glorious  mansion. 
Before  I  take  my  seat, 

I'll  go  straight  up  to  Jesus, 
And  kiss  His  sacred  feet. 
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Then  look  for  darling  Emily  ^ ; 

Or,  if  I  need  a  guide, 
Ask  one  who  will  direct  me ; 

I'll  press  her  to  my  side. 

Then,  with  my  dear  old  mother, 

And  those  who  went  before. 
Shout  in  the  loud  Hosanna ! 

Or  silently  adore, 

And  then  take  up  the  chorus. 

Sung  by  the  angel  choir ; 
Or  ring  the  bells  of  heaven. 

But,  say,  Will  you  be  there  ? 

Oh,  come,  and  join  our  love-feast; 

In  turn  we'll  watch  and  wait. 
To  greet  you  with  our  welcome 

Inside  the  Pearly  Gate. 


(BolQOtba 

It  is  finished,  Salem  weeps ; 
Fiends  rejoice,  their  Victim  sleeps ; 
On  the  Cross  He  bows  His  head ! 
Can  it  be  my  Lord  is  dead  ? 

Bruised  and  bleeding,  there  He  hangs, 

Crushed  with  grief  and  bitter  pangs ; 

God  forsaken,  and  alone; 

Hear  ye  not  His  dying  groan  ? 

'  A  beloved  daughter,  aged  fourteen,  in  heaven. 
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It  is  finished  ! '     Finished  !     What  ? 
Death  is  conquered ;  victory  got ; 
Satan  works  his  own  defeat ; 
Now  salvation  is  complete. 

Finished,  God's  redeeming  plan; 
Peace  proclaimed  with  God  and  man ; 
Justice  met,  He  cries,  Forgive ; 
All  who  will  may  turn  and  live. 

Vengeance  sheathes  his  glittering  sword 
Sin  has  crucified  my  Lord ; 
In  the  arms  of  death  He  pleads, 
For  His  murderers  intercedes. 

Doubt  no  longer;  come  with  me, 
Trace  Him  from  Gethsemane ; 
None  could  share  His  bitter  cup; 
To  its  dregs  He  drank  it  up. 

See  Him,  by  the  rabble  led, 
With  a  traitor  at  its  head- 
Now  by  perjured  tongues  accused. 
Spit  upon,  reviled,  abused. 

Judas  gave  the  fatal  kiss — 
Treachery,  indeed,  was  this. 
Peter  followed,  but  in  dread; 
One  by  one,  disciples  fled. 

Now  they  sped  the  so-called  trial, 
Yet  in  Him  they  found  no  guile ; 
But  they  railed  the  more,  and  said, 
'Loose  Barabbas  in  His  stead.' 
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Pilate  marvelled,  but  of  course. 
Conscience  spoke,  he  felt  remorse, 
While  they  raise  a  hue  and  cry, 

•  Crucify  Him  ! — Crucify ! ' 

See  Him  robed  in  mock  array ;  1 

How  they  taunt  Him  every  way ; 
Now  the  crown  of  thorns  they  bring. 
Bow  the  knee,  and  hail  Him  king. 

Now  they  smite  Him,  now  deride ; 
With  His  arms  extended  wide. 
Nail  Him  to  a  shameful  tree, 
On  the  hill  of  Calvary. 

Here  three  crosses  now  are  seen. 

Guilt — and  Innocence  between  ! 

Many  at  the  ghastly  sight 

Smote  their  breasts — and  well  they  might ! 

Such  injustice  ne'er  was  heard. 
Yet  He  murmured  not  a  word. 
Hark  !     He  groans  :  '  My  God  forgive ' ; 

*  It  is  finished  ! '     Let  them  live. 

On  they  revelled  till  He  died. 
Now  a  soldier  pierced  His  side. 
Yonder,  helpless  women  wait. 
Weeping  o'er  His  cruel  fate. 

Clouds  obscure  the  noon-day  light; 
Darkness  deepens  into  night; 
Rocks  are  rent,  and  mountains  quake ; 
Immortality  at  stake. 
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On  the  Resurrection  morn, 
Ere  the  day  began  to  dawn, 
While  they  guard  the  sepulchre, 
Watchers  now  behold  a  stir. 

How  they  tremble  !   lo,  a  sound 
Rends  the  air,  and  shakes  the  ground; 
Terror-stricken,  now  they  flee, 
Anywhere  but  Calvary. 

Now  a  victor,  Christ  arose. 
Baffling  hell,  and  all  His  foes ; 
Those  who  slew  Him  now  confess 
Christ,  the  Lord  of  Righteousness. 

Why  such  ignomy  as  this  ? 
What  had  Jesus  done  amiss  ? 
But  He  loved,  and  this  is  why 
It  behoved  Him  thus  to  die. 

'Twas  for  us  His  blood  was  shed  ; 
He  hath  suffered  in  our  stead. 
To  redeem  us — you  and  I : 
Can  we,  dare  we,  pass  Him  by  ? 


^be  3o^  of  Celling 

Oh,  praise  the  Lord,  my  soul. 

Tell  out  the  story 
Of  Him  who  made  thee  whole. 

The  King  of  Glory. 
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I  hear  His  gentle  voice, 

Sweet  thoughts  it  raises; 
How  can  I  but  rejoice, 

And  sound  His  praises? 

I  missed  the  beaten  track, 

And  Satan  bound  me ; 
But  Mercy  brought  me  back, 

Where  Jesus  found  me. 

He  pitied  when  He  saw 

My  lost  condition ; 
My  punishment  He  bore, 

And  gave  remission. 

I  fear  no  evil  now, 

No  condemnation ; 
Beneath  His  Cross  I  bow; 

O  great  salvation. 

No  room  for  doubt,  or  fear. 

For  sin,  or  sadness ; 
I  leave  my  burden  here. 

For  joy  and  gladness. 

1  fight  to  conquer  sin, 

Beneath  His  banner ; 
A  mansion  fair  to  win. 

And  shout  Hosanna. 

He  keeps  me  night  and  day. 

My  pain  assuages : 
My  tears  He  wipes  away — 

Blest  Rock  of  Ages. 
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The  foe  is  ever  near, 
But  Christ  is  nearer ; 

Though  other  names  are  dear, 
His  name  is  dearer. 


He  hears  me  when  I  pray ; 

He  soothes  my  sorrow ; 
To  heaven  I  wend  my  way : 

O  joyful  morrow  ! 

Thrice  happy,  blessed  hope, 
Through  Jesu's  merit ; 

Thy  drooping  wings  lift  up. 
Immortal  spirit ! 

From  care  I  shall  be  free; 

Then  fierce  temptation 
No  more  shall  compass  me; 

Sweet  consolation  ! 

Then,  courage,  O  my  soul. 

Be  daunted  never; 
Press  on,  and  reach  the  goal. 

Then  safe  for  ever. 

O  boundless  Love  Divine, 

All  loves  excelling; 
Be  this  your  lot,  with  mine — 
The  joy  of  telling. 
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(Is  Life  Worth  Living  ?) 

You  ask  me  if  life  is  worth  living; 

My  answer  (emphatic)  is  No ! 
Not  minus  the  life  God  is  giving 

To  those  who  have  served  Him  below. 

You  ask  me  again,  and  you  wonder 

Why  Yes  is  my  ready  reply  \ 
Or  think  I  am  making  a  blunder; 

But  few  men  are  wishful  to  die. 

Then,  as  to  your  query,  my  brother, 
The  theme  is  important  and  wide ; 

I  answer  by  asking  another. 
Then  you,  for  yourself,  must  decide. 

This  world,  here  below,  is  the  portal, 
(You  take  it  for  granted,  I  ween,) 

That  man  is  a  creature  immortal. 
And  no  automatic  machine. 

This  life  is  but  one  of  probation  : 

A  school,  where  we  each  must  prepare 

For  life  of  eternal  duration 
In  heaven,  or  eternal  despair. 

To  some,  life  may  not  be  worth  living; 

But  make  it  worth  living  we  may. 
What  proof  to  the  world  are  you  giving 

That  this  is  your  object  to-day  ? 
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Believe  me,  you  cannot  do  better — 
Take  down  the  Old  Book  from  the  shelf. 

And  ponder  each  page  to  the  letter, 
Then  work  out  the  problem  yourself. 

Your  life  will  be  much  what  you  make  it — 
An  influence  for  good  or  for  ill — 

The  choice  is  your  own,  and  you  take  it, 
A  blessing,  or  curse,  at  your  will. 

Be  careful  what  path  you  are  choosing, 
In  childhood,  in  youth,  and  in  age. 

A  book  and  a  pen  you  are  using. 
Each  day  you  are  writing  a  page. 

Be  choice  in  your  friends  and  your  reading; 

Of  evil  companions  beware ; 
One  step  in  the  life  they  are  leading, 

May  end  in  a  wail  of  despair. 

Then  make  it  your  constant  endeavour 
To  keep  a  clean  record  each  day ; 

To  live  as  you  ought  to,  and  never 

Take  heed  what  your  comrades  may  say. 

Be  faithful  to  conscience  and  duty; 

Let  God  have  a  voice  in  your  plan — 
Then  Life  will  develop  in  beauty. 

And  Character  make  you  a  man. 

Be  sober,  be  pure,  be  forgiving, 
Transparent  in  all  that  you  do; 

Then  life  will  be  well  worth  your  living. 
And  others  will  imitate  you. 


A  Query  %^ 

Press  onward,  and  never  be  daunted, 

The  world  and  its  maxims  defy; 
It's  men,  not  machines,  that  are  wanted — 

A  counterfeit  need  not  apply. 

Be  gentle,  and  loving,  and  tender; 

To  all  men  be  courteous  and  true; 
Your  principle  never  surrender, 

But  stick  to  it  all  the  way  through. 

Take  this  from  a  grey-headed  Pater — 
Young  man,  you  must  learn  to  say  No, 

Young  maiden,  take  counsel  with  Mater, 
Your  choice  may  be  ruin,  you  know. 

A  word,  ere  we  part,  in  conclusion. 
Make  Jesus  your  Pattern  and  Friend ; 

Then  life  will  not  prove  a  delusion. 
And  all  will  be  well  in  the  end. 

Then  live  not  for  self,  but  for  others ; 

Your  labour  will  not  be  in  vain. 
Remember,  that  all  Men  are  Brothers. 

Farewell !  till  I  write  you  again. 


^be  Xong^Ioet  tTuft  of  Ibair 

How  often  are  our  feelings  hurt 

By  others  who  forget 
That  man  is  not  infallible. 

That  all  have  faults,  and  yet 
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We  see  the  mote  in  brother's  eye ; 

The  beam  within  our  own, 
We  see  it  not,  or  pass  .it  by. 

As  something  still  unknown. 


I  may  be  weak  where  you  are  strong ; 

Perfection  still  we  lack ; 
We  aim  at  right  and  hit  the  wrong ; 

Too  late  we  call  it  back. 
Old  Adam  cries,  '  Retaliate, 

And  stand  upon  your  own ' ; 
Then  better  nature  whispers,  '  Wait, 

And  time  will  live  it  down.' 

The  perfect  man,  ah !  me,  who  knows  ? 

He  is  not  here  nor  there ; 
They  say  that  in  his  palm  there  grows 

A  tuft  of  golden  hair. 
I  have  not  found  him,  I  confess, 

Though  nearing  my  threescore; 
It's  time  I  gave  him  up,  I  guess, 

For  others  to  explore. 

I  sought  in  vain,  like  others  did, 

And  seek,  perchance,  you  may ; 
But  why  not  seek  the  needle  hid 

In  yonder  field  of  hay  ? 
O  precious  jewel,  not  yet  mine, 

But  covet  still  I  dare ; 
Where  dwellest  thou?    Oh,  where  thy  shrine, 

Thou  long-lost  tuft  of  hair? 
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There  are  some  Goodies  still  about — 

Of  course,  not  I  nor  you — 
They  find  our  little  failings  out, 

And  add  a  thing  or  two; 
Then  not  content,  on  mischief  bent, 

They  make  these  morsels  sweet. 
And  serve  them  up,  with  condiment. 

To  all  our  friends  they  meet. 


If  these  are  faultless,  then  are  we 

Perfection,  I  declare ; 
But  time  and  Query,  let  me  see, 

Wanted  the  tuft  of  hair. 
Then  hear  what  Mrs.  Grundy  says, 

Brown,  White,  Sue  Smith,  Tim  Jones, 
And  all  who  live  in  glass-houses, 

Please  leave  off  throwing  stones. 

If  Number  One  would  stay  at  home. 

And  keep  the  doorstep  clean, 
Then  Twenty-two  might  take  the  cue, 

And  every  house  between. 
If  tattlers  would  but  take  advice. 

And  think  before  they  speak, 
This  world  would  be  a  Paradise, 

Improving  every  week. 

We  may  eschew  the  wrong  we  hate, 

Yet  good  in  others  see, 
And  by  forbearance  cultivate 

The  gift  of  charity. 
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A  word  of  warning,  strong  or  weak- 

Of  Paragons  beware ; 
But  if  you  want  perfection,  seek 

The  palm  with  tufted  hair. 


finalanb'e  petition' 

God  bless  our  British  soldiers. 

Who  march  along  to  war; 
Go  with  them  on  the  journey. 

And  bring  them  home  once  more. 

They  fight  for  Queen  and  Country, 
With  courage  might  and  main. 

Safeguard  our  British  soldiers, 
And  bring  them  back  again. 

We  may  be  wrong  in  some  things — 

We  cannot  all  be  right ; 
The  men  who  make  the  quarrels 

Should  be  the  men  to  fight. 

But,  till  the  strife  is  ended. 

Brave  Britons  dare  not  lag ; 
God  help  our  valiant  soldiers, 

And  save  the  British  flag. 

Around  our  Royal  Navy 

A  constant  vigil  keep; 
Protect  our  gallant  sailors 

From  peril  on  the  deep. 

•  Written  during  the  South  African  War,  and  accepted  and  acknow- 
ledged by  the  late  Queen  Victoria  and  H.R.H.  the  Prince  of  Wales. 
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# 
God  bless  our  sons  and  brothers — 

They  know  we  love  them  still ; 

Stand  by  them  in  the  conflict, 

And  spare  them,  if  Thy  will. 

Comfort  the  weeping  widow, 

The  little  orphan,  too ; 
And  dry  the  tears  of  loved  ones, 

Who  bid  their  friends  adieu. 

Watch  o'er  the  sick  and  dying ; 

The  wounded  one  sustain ; 
Bind  up  the  broken-hearted, 

Assuage  their  grief  and  pain. 

God  bless  our  Queen,  Victoria, 

And  all  her  offspring,  too; 
Our  faithful  wives  and  daughters. 

May  each  be  pure  and  true. 

We  pray  for  dear  old  England, 

Her  great,  her  rich,  her  poor ; 
God  speed  our  British  soldiers, 

And  hush  the  sound  of  war. 


Beatb 

Are  you  ready  for  the  journey? 

Death  will  never  wait ; 
He  is  coming — may  be  early — 

Coming  soon  or  late. 
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Death  is  coming ;  are  you  ready  ? 

He  is  knocking  :    Hark  ! 
Trim  your  lamp,  and  keep  it  steady, 

Lest  the  way  be  dark. 

Should  he  come  before  the  morning, 

Ere  the  early  dew ; 
What  of  this,  the  final  warning  ? 

Is  it  well  with  you? 

Dream  no  longer  of  to-morrow, 

Ere  the  morrow's  sun 
Death  may  come,  and,  to  your  sorrow, 

Life's  work  still  undone. 

Brother,  sister,  Christ  is  calling; 

Conscience  whispers,  too ; 
Soon  life's  curtain  will  be  falling; 

Then,  how  will  you  do  ? 

While  the  Spirit  still  is  wooing ; 

While  there  still  is  room ; 
Turn  ye  from  your  evil  doing. 

Ere  you  seal  your  doom. 

No  excuses  will  release  us. 

Nothing  we  can  do ; 
Only  turn  and  trust  in  Jesus — 

He  will  bring  us  through. 

See,  His  jiands  and  feet,  all  gory ; 

Now,  behold  His  side ; 
Know  ye  not  the  wondrous  story. 

How  for  you  He  died. 
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Come,  He  is  the  only  Saviour; 

All  may  be  forgiven ; 
While  the  wind  is  in  your  favour, 

Turn  and  steer  for  heaven. 

Death  is  coming !     If  not  ready, 

Sad  will  be  your  fate. 
Let  your  lamp  be  burning  steady, 

Lest  you  be  too  late. 

Come,  and  join  the  mighty  chorus ; 

Hear  the  angels  sing ; 
Shout,  with  those  who  went  before  us, 

•  Death,  where  is  thy  sting  ? ' 

Christ  is  coming!  Then  the  Judgement; 

Then  the  woful  cry ! 
Comrade,  say.  Will  you  be  ready? 

If  not,  answer,  Why? 


a  Call  to  Hrme 

Blow  the  trumpet !  shout  the  glory ! 

Bow  the  knee ;  the  anthem  sing ! 
Tell  the  text,  the  joyful  story, 

Christ !  the  Cross !  the  Crown  !  the  King ! 

Death  and  hell  He  conquered  for  us, 

Paid  our  ransom  on  the  tree ; 
From  the  grave  He  rose  victorious; 

Alleluia  !  Mercy's  free  ! 
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Spread  the  news,  ye  sons  and  daughters- 

Yours  is  not  a  fairy  tale ; 
Waft  it  o'er  the  briny  waters ; 

God  hath  sworn  it  shall  prevail, 

Tell  it  out  upon  the  housetop, 
In  the  lanes,  the  cottage  door. 

In  the  city,  in  the  workshop  : 
Jesus  saves  both  rich  and  poor. 

Round  our  churches  men  are  dying ; 

Starving  souls  are  craving  food ; 
Faces  by  their  looks  are  crying, 
'Who  will  show  us  any  good?' 

Night  and  day  the  foe  is  lurking 
At  our  heels  and  on  our  track ; 

Up  ye  drones,  your  duty  shirking. 
With  your  weapons  drive  him  back. 

O  ye  full-grown  babes  in  Zion, 
Ye  who  talk,  but  nothing  do, 
•   Don  the  armour,  beard  the  lion. 
Work  there  is  for  even  you. 

At  your  ease  in  Zion  sleeping. 
How  can  you  the  call  refuse? 

Hearts  are  aching,  widows  weeping; 
Christ  can  cheer  them — tell  the  news. 

Ye  who  worship  dress  and  fashion. 

Etiquette  and  jewels  fine. 
Cultivate  a  nobler  passion. 

Join  our  ranks  and  cross  the  line. 
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See  ye  not  your  sisters  falling 

Down  the  cataract  of  sin  ? 
To  the  rescue !     Christ  is  calling  ! 

Throw  tlie  life-line !    Pull  them  in ! 

Go  ye  rich,  who  feast  on  plenty, 

Fill  your  basket  brimming  o'er ; 
Yonder  is  a  cupboard  empty — 

Sickness  lurks  behind  the  door. 

Hungry  children  in  the  gutter, 

Naked  feet  with  mud  for  shoes  ; 
Go  at  least  with  bread  and  butter. 

Take  their  *  sizes ' — ones  and  twos. 

Ye  who  know  your  sins  forgiven. 
Show  your  colours,  make  it  known ; 

Creeping  all  alone  to  heaven, 
Only  means  a  starless  crown. 

Hide  your  talent  at  your  peril ! 

O  ye  dumb,  the  silence  break  ! 
Shame  the  World,  the  Flesh,  the  Devil, 

By  your  life  and  actions  speak. 

Tell  it  out  in  court  and  alley. 

Till  its  healing  streams  abound ; 
Over  mountain,  through  the  valley, 

Belting  all  creation  round. 

Sing  it  softly  in  the  twilight ; 

Whisper  in  the  dying  ear. 
Through  the  gloom  of  Nature's  midnight 

Angels  watch,  and  Christ  is  near. 
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Tell  it  out  to  every  nation ; 

Onward  let  the  tidings  roll. 
Till  the  news  of  God's  salvation 

Wends  its  way  from  pole  to  pole. 

Cry  aloud  the  'Whosoever!* 
Every  knee  to  Him  shall  bow ; 

Christ  will  rule  and  reign  for  ever : 
Hear  ye,  fiends,  and  tremble  now. 

Sound  the  bugle !    Raise  your  voices 
Make  the  starry  heavens  ring ! 

Till  the  world  in  Christ  rejoices, 
Shout  the  triumph  of  our  King. 

To  your  work!  but,  son,  remember, 
If  you  would  the  masses  reach, 

January  to  December 

Live  to  practise  what  you  preach. 


*Meep  IRot' 

On  the  Death  of  Her  Most  Gracious  Majesty 
Queen  Victoria^ 

Weep  not  for  me,  my  Country  dear; 

Farewell  to  all  I  love; 
I  wear  a  crown  no  longer  here ; 

I  reign  with  Christ  above. 

'  Accepted  and  acknowledged  by  His   Majesty    the    King  and 
H.R.H.  the  Duke  of  Cornwall  and  York. 
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Weep  not ;  nor  think  of  me  as  dead, 

Or  in  the  silent  grave  ; 
But,  far  away  from  Pain  and  Death, 

By  faith  in  Jesus  saved. 

Weep  not,  though  I  depart  this  life, 

I  only  go  before. 
Where  clash  of  arms,  and  war,  and  strife, 

Are  all,  for  ever,  o'er. 

Weep  not  for  me;  I  am  at  rest, 

But  praise  my  God  for  me  ; 
I  am  with  faithful  Albert  blest, 

With  Heaven's  Royalty. 

Weep  not  for  me,  nor  fear,  nor  doubt, 

Of  my  election  sure ; 
My  Jesus  wrought  salvation  out ; 

I'll  praise  Him  evermore. 

Weep  not  for  me;  I'm  now  in  heaven. 

But  shout  aloud  for  joy ; 
My  sins,  through  Christ,  are  all  forgiven; 

I've  peace  without  alloy. 

Weep  not  for  me;  we  soon  shall  meet 

Where  partings  all  are  o'er ; 
And  all  our  loyal  Subjects  greet 

On  Canaan's  happy  shore. 

Weep  not,  but  fondly  think  of  me. 

And  happy  hours  now  past; 
Be  faithful  to  the  end,  and  we 

Shall  meet  in  heaven  at  last. 
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Weep  not  for  me ;  but  trust  in  God, 
And  praise  Him  for  His  grace ; 

Live  to  Him  now,  and  take  His  word 
To  guide  thee  all  thy  days. 

Weep  not,  nor  trust  in  friends  to  cheer 
While  Jesus  is  your  friend ; 

Go,  tell  Him  all  thy  grief  and  fear, 
And  trust  Him  to  the  end. 

Weep  not,  though  joys  of  earth  be  few, 
Though  sorrow  seemeth  long  j 

Wait  patiently  awhile,  and  you 
Shall  join  the  heavenly  throng. 

Weep  not,  but  sing  His  praise  on  earth. 
And  I  will  sing  in  heaven. 

Of  Him  who  saved  our  souls  from  death 
For  us  His  life  was  given. 

Weep  not,  nor  murmur  in  despair; 

He  doeth  all  things  well; 
And  you  a  crown  of  life  shall  wear, 

And  in  His  presence  dwell. 

Weep  not,  but  bow  thy  knee  and  heart, 

In  earnest,  secret  prayer ; 
And  there  for  grace  submissive  ask, 

And  claim  the  blessing  there. 

Weep  not,  but  work  for  God  alone. 
And  do  it  with  thy  might ; 

And  know  that  all  who  die  in  Him 
Are  precious  in  His  sight. 
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Weep  not,  but  gird  your  armour  on, 

And  fight  the  battle  through; 
By  faith  in  Him  you  shall  o'ercome, 

Who  lived  and  died  for  you. 

Weep  not,  the  battle  you  shall  win. 

Your  Captain  is  at  hand ; 
Through  Him  you  shall  the  victory  gain, 

And  take  the  Promised  Land. 

Weep  not,  the  trumpet  soon  will  sound, 

And  bid  these  bodies  rise; 
The  earth  and  sea  give  up  their  dead, 

To  meet  Him  in  the  skies. 

Weep  not,  but  tune  your  harps  afresh, 

Rejoice  aloud  and  sing  ! 
We  have  the  victory,  Grave  and  Death, 

Through  Christ,  our  risen  King. 

Farewell,  farewell,  my  children  dear; 

We  part,  but  still  we  love ; 
I  leave  a  crown  and  sceptre  here, 

To  wear  a  crown  above. 


Hritbmetic 

You  cannot  count  your  blessings,   you   will  fail  if  once 

you  try; 
They  come  so  fast  and  freely  from  a  Father's  hand  on 

high. 
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Each  step  you  take   He  gives  you,   ev'ry  beating   pulse 
you  tell, 

Proclaims  His  lovingkindness  inexhaustible, 

Count  your  blessings,  friend ;  believe  me,  why, 
You'll  never  sum  the  total  till  the  sea  runs  dry. 


Before    you  count  your    blessings,    you    may  count  the 

twinkling  stars, 
Or  mount  on  wings  to  Jupiter,  then  soar  away  to  Mars. 
Each   breath  you  take  God  gives  you ;  ev'ry  time  you 

sleep  or  wake 
Should   make    you    thankful   to    Him,   for    His   mercies* 

sake. 
Count  your  blessings ;  if  you  doubt  me,  try ; 
Then    count,   and   keep   on   counting,    till    the    sea 

runs  dry. 

You  cannot  count  your  blessings,  like  the  Pyramids  they 

rise; 
They  come   to  you   like   early  dew,    or   manna  from  the 

skies. 
God  sends  you  food  and  clothing,  through  the  sunshine, 

cloud,  and  rain, 
Through  bird,  and  flower,  and  fruit-tree,  cattle,  grass,  and 

grain. 
Count  your  blessings ;  pile  them  mountains  high, 
But  never  leave  off  piling  till  the  sea  runs  dry. 

Then  value  every  blessing,  all  ye  great,  ye  rich,  ye  poor ; 
They  come  each  morning,  noon,  and  night,  and  enter  at 
your  door. 
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When  you  can  weigh  the  ocean  deep,  or  mete  it  with  a 

span, 
Then  you  may  count  your  blessings,  O  ungrateful  man. 

Count  your  blessings,  swift  as  eagles  fly; 

You'll  never  leave  off  counting  till  the  sea  runs  dry. 


You  cannot  count  your  blessings,  but  this  one  thing  you 

may  do — 
Be  wise  in  time,  and  give  your  heart  to  Him  who  died 

for  you. 
He   knocks — you   keep    Him   knocking  still — unlock  the 

bolted  door. 
And  bid  the  Saviour  enter,  once  for  evermore : 
Then  your  blessings,  fellow-sinner,  why 
You'll    prize    and    keep    on    telling    till     the     day 

you  die. 


I    know  Him,   and   I   love   Him  too,   because   He  first 
loved  me; 

He  shed  His  precious  blood  for  you ;   He  longs  to  set 
you  free. 

He    loves    you,   and    He    calls   to-day — then    why    pro- 
crastinate ? 

To-morrow  you  may  cry  *  Alas ! ' — a  day  too  late. 
Mul-ti-ply,  Arithmetician,  try ; 

You're  bound  to  miss  the  total  when  the  sea  runs 
dry. 
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^be  IKIlatcbman 

Hark  !  the  herald  angel  calling 
Tidings  from  my  Lord  to  thee ; 

'  I  will  keep  thee  safe  from  falling ; 
Weary  watchman,  lean  on  me.' 

Watchman,  is  the  outlook  dreary, 
Surging  billows  round  thee  roll; 

'Through  the  breakers  I  will  steer  thee, 
Where  no  storm  can  reach  thy  soul.' 

Time  and  tide  are  ever  changing ; 

Friendships  cease,  and  loved  ones  go; 
Disappointment,  plans  deranging  ; 

No  stability  below. 

Hope  and  fear,  and  joy  and  sorrow, 

Cross  our  path  alternately ; 
Here  to-day,  and  gone  to-morrow ; 

Then  the  great  eternity. 

Oft  within  the  tempter  rages; 

Joyful  news,  we  have  a  Friend — 
Christ  who  knows,  and  never  changes, 

Ne'er  forsakes  us  to  the  end. 

Have  you  found  Him  ?    Priceless  treasure ! 

Nothing  less  can  satisfy.^ 
Earth  will  yield  no  lasting  pleasure. 

While  you  live,  or  when  you  die. 
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Watchman,  are  you  gliding  steady  ? 

Is  the  outlook  calm  and  bright? 
Trim  your  lamp,  and  keep  it  ready. 

You  will  need  it  in  the  night. 

Hark !  He  calls  you,  sister,  brother ! 

Lest  it  be  the  final  call, 
Come,  you  may  not  have  another — 

At  the  Cross  there's  room  for  all. 

Heed  ye  not  this  solemn  warning: 
'Yes,*  you  mean  to ;  ah !  but  when? 

Death  may  find  you  ere  the  morning; 
Watchman,  what  the  verdict  then  ? 


^be  Scbool  of  Xtte 

I  AM  a  Pupil  in  the  School, 
And  for  a  Prize  I'm    yearnin; 

The  Master  tells  me,  as  a  rule, 
I'm  dull,  and  slow  at  learning. 

The  School  is  large,  and  (by  the  way) 

Composed  of  every  nation; 
We've  time  to  mourn,  to  laugh,  and  play. 

No  freehand  or  vacation. 

I  wend  my  way  through  care  and  strife, 
As  through  its  maze  I  travel ; 

And  enigmas  which  in  this  life 
I  never  shall  unravel. 
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But  I  must  wait  the  Master's  time, 

Combat  the  situation; 
To  solve  the  problem  is  not  mine, 

Till  alter  my  probation. 

My  Teacher  is  a  life-long  Friend ; 

He  oflFers  me,  by  letter, 
A  home  in  heaven,  when  school-days  end 

What  could  I  wish  for  better? 

At  times  I  find  my  lessons  hard : 
Shall  I  get  through  ?    I  wonder ; 

Some  trifle  throws  me  off  my  guard ; 
I  lose  my  head,  and  blunder. 

I  write  my  History  every  day. 
In  thought,  in  word,  in  action ; 

But,  up  to  date,  I'm  bound  to  say, 
Not  to  my  satisfaction. 

I  spill  the  ink,  and  blot  the  page. 
And  err,  without  intention; 

I  should  do  better  at  my  age 
In  things  I  dare  not  mention. 

At  School  I  sing  'The  Glory  Song,' 
And  learn  to  love  the  letter ; 

But,  let  the  Term  be  short  or  long, 
God  helping,  I'll  do  better. 

Will  He  the  help  I  need  decline. 
And  let  me  fail  ?  ah,  never ! 

The  gift  He  offers  shall  be  mine : 
The  glory  His  for  ever. 
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ZTbe  IRccrutt 

I'm  a  soldier  in  the  army, 

Sworn  to  serve  my  God  and  King; 
In  life's  conflict  who  can  harm  me, 

While  to  Christ  by  faith  I  cling? 

Far  away  from  home  I  wandered, 
Heeding  not  the  voice  within; 

Like  the  prodigal,  I  squandered 
Time  and  talent  long  in  sin. 

Jesus  found  me,  though  a  stranger, 
Threw  His  searchlight  on  my  track.; 

Showed  me  all  the  hidden  danger. 

Turned  me  round,  and  brought  me  back. 

At  His  feet  I  learnt  the  story. 
How  He  gave  His  life  for  me  ; 

I'm  a  soldier,  bound  for  glory, 
Marching  on  to  victory. 

Ere  I  sought  the  hidden  treasure — 

Precious  jewel,  unalloyed — 
Earthly  joys,  and  fleeting  pleasure, 

Left  me  with  an  aching  void. 

Now  my  sins  are  all  forgiven, 

I  can  sing,  *  O  Happy  Day  ! ' 
I'm  a  soldier,  bound  for  heaven; 

Join  the  colours  while  you  may. 
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Comrade,  join  our  noble  army  ; 

Shoulder  arms,  and  take  your  stand 
Death  and  hell  can  never  harm  thee, 

Marching  to  the  Better  Land. 

Round  us  shot  and  shell  may  rattle  ; 

Strong  the  foemen,  fierce  the  fight : 
Jesus  never  lost  a  battle ; 

We  shall  conquer  in  His  might. 

Venture  on  Him,  nothing  doubting ; 

Let  repentance  lead  the  way  : 
Yonder  flows  the  crimson  fountain ; 

Christ  will  wash  your  sins  away. 

Loved  ones,  gone  before,  are  calling; 

God  the  Spirit  whispers,  *  Come.' 
Ere  the  shades  of  night  are  falling, 

Weary  comrade.  Welcome  Home. 
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